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CHAPTER I. 

*'ANTIQUITT CANNOT PRIVILEGE AN ERROB, NOB NOVELTY 
PREJUDICE A TRUTH." 

ON the morrow Sir Hildebrand told Miss Barrymore 
he would not require her attendance in his drive. 
She knew what that meant. She knew he would drive 
to the Abbey, see Mr. Hamilton and report progress ; 
give him permission to come and go in and out of 
Heraldstowe when he pleased ! Miss Barrymore sighed 
as Sir Hildebrand drove away. 

" I am sure I do not like my position at all. And as 
for. receiving Mr. Hamilton, just when he pleases to 
make his appearance, it is beyond my powers of — of 
courtesy, I cannot even find a copy of ^ Sir Charles 
Grandison ' to help me in this dilemma ; for, joking 
apart, I think it might g^ve me some useful hints. How- 
ever, I will have a gallop across country, and perhaps 
call on one or two by the way. It would be no bad 
move to invite a friend to Heraldstowe. At this par- 
ticular time, and with the dread of Mr. Hamilton at any 
unexpected minute, a friend by my side would be all in 
ill to me, and, of course, very welcome to him ! What 
I bright thought 1" Miss Barrymore laughed as she 
idded, " and I will act upon it !" 
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She called first at " The Pines," and, after some pre- 
liminary conversation, asked Miss Fortescue to visit her 
for a short time. This invitation was at once accepted ; 
and then-Mia»-Barrymore tried to borrow a copy of " Sir 
Charles Grandison," and succeeded in that also. After 
making some other calls, she rode across the Park back 
to her splendid home, and felt lonely and sad-hearted as 
she then recalled her dear and absent brother. 

Sir Hildebrand returned from his drive in high 
spirits. He had seen Mr. Hamilton, and that gentle- 
man had expressed himself very much gratified with Sir 
Hildebrand's report. 

Miss Barrymore, in the solitude of her own chamber, 
confessed she did not feel " gratified " with the state of 
things at that moment. But as she could not change 
or alter the course of events, she wisely made up her 
mind to meet them with becoming courage. 

On the morrow, as Miss Barrymore had arranged. 
Captain, Mrs., and Miss Fortescue came for luncheon. 
They had not been seated many minutes before Mr. 
Hamilton was announced. 

" Sir Charles Grandison,'* whispered Captain Fortes- 
cue mischievously to Miss Barrymore. 

He saw, for he was seated by her side — he saw her 
change colour, and instantaneously felt he had made a 
"hit." 

It happened that Miss Barrymore, at the head of the 
table, sat with her back to the light ; and also it hap- 
pened that, in passing Sir Hildebrand, Mr. Hamilton 
stopped and shook hands with him. This little delay 
gave her time to recover, and by the time Mr. Hamilton 
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reached the head of the table she was able to receive 
him with her customary dignity of manner. After this 
luncheon Mr. Hamilton called daily, but he never saw 
Miss Barrymore alone, nor did he win for himself any 
greater appreciation from her. 

On one morning, during Miss Fortescue's residence 
at Heraldstowe, the post brought a letter to Miss 
Barrymore, which evidently gave her considerable 
uneasiness. Sir Hildebrand was not present; indeed, 
as we have before said, he always breakfasted alone. 
Miss Barrymore did not take her friend into her confi- 
dence, and ask for sympathy in the trouble this missive 
had caused, but as soon as Sir Hildebrand entered 
the library, Miss Barrymore, as was customary, went to 
him. 

When the moming^s talk was over, and Sir Hilde- 
brand had discussed his letters with Miss Barrymore, 
and convinced her that they were of a more agreeable 
nature than her own, she told him that if he had no 
objection she would drive her friend to Mitreberris and 
perhaps lunch with the Maynooths. 

Sir Hildebrand, always indulgent, acquiesced at once, 
only he asked, 

" But what am I to do with Mr. Hamilton V* 

" Make my excuses, and tell him at some future time 
1 

You will make up for your present neglect. Ah, 
ah ! very well, my darling, it shall be so. I will tell 
him, my dear ; and I hope you and ^ my gracious 
princess ' will enjoy your drive." 

This was not exactly the sort of message Miss Barry- 
more would have left for Mr. Hamilton, but as she did 
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not know how to alter it without perhaps giving pain to 
her grandpapa, she allowed it to stand. 

And the two ladies set off, attended by a groom, Miss 
Barrymore driving her own ponies. 

During the drive Miss Barrymore explained that she 
had been disturbed by a letter from Almeric. And 
that as Raymond Maynooth was so kind a friend, and 
of so practical a habit of mind, she was going to Mitre- 
berris for the sake of seeing him and of being guided, 
in a difficult matter, by his clear head and sound judg- 
ment. On their arrival they were shown in to Miss 
Maynooth, who, after some little conversation, said, with 
reference to her brother, 

"Raymond is so busy selecting patterns, choosing 
furniture, writing letters, and making arrangements for 
the future, that I am by no means sure he could be met 
with until dinner, at which time he usually walks in 
very much fatigued with his day's work." 

" What interests him so much ?" said Miss Barry- 
more, half afraid, that she should have only " her labour 
for her pains," and so be compelled to return home 
without consulting him. But before Miss Maynooth 
could reply Mr. Maynooth entered the room. 

" Raymond I" said his sister in some natural surprise 
at his unexpected return, " and what brings you home 
at this hour f Zara and her friend want to know why 
you are so busy ?" 

" I will tell you all about everything," said he laugh- 
ing good-humouredly as he shook hands with the ladies 
— " that is, if you will only stay long enough." 

" Thanks; but I fear we can only stay suflSciently long 
to allow me to transact the business that brought me here." 
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" And what may that be ? I did not know I was of 
such importance in your estimation." 

Miss Barrymore placed a letter in his hand, which, 
after apologising to the ladies present, he opened, and read 
as follows : — 

My dear Zara^ still beloved and once honoured and 
trusted sister, why you and my dear grandfather should 
send me an insulting message through Dr. Quinn, I am 
at a loss to conceive. Did you, then, Zara, because you 
had prejudged me, send me away from my home that 
you might, by my absence, have opportunities of con- 
firming those suspicions that my presence would prevent 
you from employing ? This was unworthy of the last 
daughter of our house to the last heir male. All might 
have been explained, but this insult at your hands 
renders me isilent for ever. My heart is broken ; life 
has no value ; I will never see Heraldstowe again. I 
will not ask you to think kindly of me because I despise 
the treachery with which you have acted towards me, so 
unworthy of a Barrymore, doubly so from you, Zara, 
: the beloved playmate of my childhood, the last daughter 
j of the house of Barrymore, which, when the old man 
j dies, will be known no more upon earth. Yours, &c." 

\ It will be understood that Almeric wrote under the 
*^ conviction that Zara had opened his cabinet — his own 
J. private property — and there discovered the coin — the 
I "six-angel piece." He was indignant with what he 
j conceived to be her " treachery " in conniving with 
r'Dr. Quinn to send him away from home, that she 
^ might thereby have an opportunity of examining his 
Irapartment and his private property at her own leisure, 

I 
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for the purpose of convicting him as the actual " thief 
who had stolen the coin. He did not come to this 
conclusion at once, but he read and re-read Dr, Quinn's 
letter, and after many days of anxiety and thought, he 
fancied there could be no other solution. And having 
determined in his own mind that this must be the true 
reading of this very mysterious announcement, he 
resolved to cut himself off from the world in which he 
was known, change his name, go to some distant coun- 
try, and there live and die, unloved and unrecognised. 

To put this plan into immediate execution, he sent for 
his servant to rearrange his travelling apparatus. He 
opened his letter-cases, and caused every letter to be 
destroyed, even that he had had from Dr. Quinn. He 
had his mails packed according to his own directions, 
and then told the man he did not require his services 
any longer. The man, who had been his personal 
attendant for many years, was astonished at this news. 

" What had he done, or what left undone, to deserve 
dismissal ?" he very naturally asked ; to which his 
master replied, " Nothing, Emmett — ^Iwish to be alone." 

" Must I, then, return to Heraldstowe, sir?" 

"You may go wherever you please — shall never 
again require your services." 

The man, who had lived so many years in the family, 
ventured to say, 

"That Sir Hildebrand would be uncomfortable — 
indeed, he would be unhappy at the thought that Mr. 
Barrymore was travelling unattended." 

" That is no concern of yours, Emmett. I choose to 
travel alone ; there are your wages — leave me." 

Now, as Almeric had all the courtesy of character 
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belonging to Sir Hildebrand and the Barrymores as a 
race — as it was not his habit either to speak imperiously 
to servants, or to treat them with any degree of 
hauteur, so this unusual discourtesy on his part struck 
Emmett both with surprise and regret. 

" I cannot reconcile it to my conscience to leave him 
to travel alone ; his manner is so unusually stem and 
unlike himself, that I almost fear the reports I heard 
before I left Heraldstowe had some foundation, and 
that Mr. Barrymore is not in his right mind." 

Emmett delayed leaving the hotel in which they had 
been located for some weeks, as long as he could ; hop- 
ing to be able to follow Almeric when he should 
remove, and so keep him in view, until he could better 
know what course would be the most advisable. But 
in this Emmett was disappointed. He missed Almeric 
from the tabU cChote one morning, and, upon inquiry, 
found he had left the hotel in the night. 

Now Emmett knew it would be unwise to write to 
Heraldstowe, and give an alarm there of Almeric's 
extraordinary ways, and yet he conceived he should fail 
in his duty to Sir Hildebrand if he should allow his 
young master to go whither he pleased unattended, and, 
as he strongly suspected, with a purpose of concealing 
his whereabouts entirely from the knowledge of his 
family, yet what to do he scarcely knew. But fortune 
Favoured him. While wandering about the town he 
iccidentally met a gentleman from the county of 

Z y who was well known to the Barrymores. 

Smmett touched his hat in passing, and went on, but 
he gentleman stopped and said, 

Ah ! Emmett, is that you f I saw your master this 
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morning at the railway station. So he has gone on 
without you ?" 

" Yes, sir — ^at which station did you say, sir?" 

"He had just taken his ticket for Q at the 

station at D ^ and I put my daughter under his 

care as far as Q ; but what are you doing here ?" 
continued he, as a new light seemed to break in upon 
him. "I hope you and your young master have not 
quarrelled ?" 

And the gentleman laughed a pleasant laugh, as the 
thought crossed his mind that it was a curious query to 
put to so " highly-respected an attendant, and one who 
had lived the greater part of his life with the house of 
Barrymore." 

" Oh ! dear, no, sir — ^nothing of the sort," said 
Emmett, also laughing. " Mr. Barrymore and I have 
not quarrelled." 

" Ah ! it would have been a strange occurrence indeed 
— ^you are out for some months, I suppose ?" 

" I suppose, sir." 

The gentleman went on his way, and Emmett packed 
up immediately, and followed his master. He had to 
wait till rather late in the day before there was another 

train to D ; but through many diflSculties and 

ever-recurring anxieties, the man followed him on and 
on, sometimes overtaking him, then again losing him, to 
find him again when least expected, and so on. But on 
Almeric's arrival at Trieste,* he fell ill. There he lay 
on his sick-bed, refusing all attendance, and all kindness. 
Then the strange Englishman, who would neither see a 
medical man, nor eat food, nor rise and dress, nor have 
any attendant, began to be a subject of conversation 
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for the tongues of all men. Emmett, at present too 
fearful of a repulse, dared not attempt to see him, 
though, hke a faithful and favourite dog, if we may use 
such a comparison, he kept watch outside his master^s 
door. At length he heard the incipient ravings of fever, 
and no longer in doubt of Almeric's serious illness, or 
in dread of being recognised and sent away, he entered 
the room. Eramett placed himself in authority there, 
sent for the best medical attendance Trieste could 
afford, stopped an English physician on his way through 
the town, and then he telegraphed to Raymond May- 

. nooth, and told him his young master was lying ill of 
fever in such an hotel — would he be pleased to advise 
as to the best measures to be taken, for he feared to 
send such news to Heraldstowe, or ask advice there — 
the consequences to Sir Hildebrand might be serious. 

But all this time we have left Mr. Maynooth reading 
Almeric's letter to his sister ; who, when he had read it 
once, read it again, and would have been glad to read it 
a third time; if to read it again would enlighten him 
as to its meaning. 

" My dear Zara," said he at length, " have you any 
!i clue to unravel the meaning of this 1" 

"None," said she, as her eyes filled with tears. 

' Dr. Quinn called some week or two ago, and said he 
had heard from Dr. James Lemmens Kirkby, the 
physician whom Almeric should have consulted when 

I he went through London. He did not. Dear Almeric, 
•he had so great a dislike to medical men !" She paused 

'to recover herself a little, and then resumed, "Dr. 
James Lemmens Kirkby advised Dr. Quinn to write to 
Almeric and tell him " 
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And now Miss Barrymore stopped, and suddenly 
looked roand, as she remembered she was about to 
speak on a subject known only to herself, Dr. Quinn 
and Almeric. 

But Miss Maynooth — ^with that prescience into 
futurity that some ladies have — ^had taken Miss Fortes- 
cue through the open window, while Raymond was 
reading Almeric's letter, to show her the gardens and 
lovely flowers of Mitreberris. 

Yolande has wisely taken away your little friend," 
said Mr. Maynooth. And then Miss Barrymore 
explained those circumstances connected with the loss of 
*^the six-angel piece" that were unknown to Mr. 
Maynooth, but with which the reader is well acquainted. 

" Then," said Mr. Maynooth, " as Almeric was sup- 
posed by Dr. Quinn to have taken up the idea that the 
cabinet had actually been robbed, and the coin carried 
off by a thief ; so he expected to cure him of this malady 
by telling him the thief was caught^ and the coin found T 
That was as much as I could understand from Dr. 
Quinn." 

"Then I presume the coin is found?" said Mr. 
Maynooth. 

" No. 1 pointed out to Dr. Quinn we should have no 
coin to show to Almeric on his return." 

"Of course not. I confess I cannot unravel the 
mystery." 

"You see, Raymond — though I had quite a long 
conversation with Dr. Quinn, I could not understand 
what he intended to do. But I naturally thought he 
must know better than I, and of course I felt every 
confidence that he would act for the best." 
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" Yes, certainly. But, my dear Zara, will you tell 
me what has been the matter with Almeric? I ask 
you because I never could see that there was the 
slicrhtest cause for alarm. What, bless me, we are all a 
little out of sorts now and then, and more especially 
such book-worms as Almeric; because his frame is 
slight, and he overworks his brain, and does not take 
half exercise enough. And you must excuse me, Zara, 
if I say, I always thought Dr. Quinn made a great deal 
more of Almeric's indisposition than he need have 
done." 

Miss Barrymore was asking herself if she should or 
should not tell Raymond of Almeric's odd custom of 
lighting up his room at night 1 Dr. Quinn — she 
remembered — had thought this a very bad symptom, 
indicative of living in expectation of robbers. 

" You are thoughtful, my dear Zara. Can you give 
me any information wherewith to guide my judgment?" 

Miss Barrymore yielded. She told Mr. Maynooth all 
that the reader already knows with reference to that 
night. After listening attentively to this history, Mr. 
Maynooth drew his chair closer to hers, and said with a 
smile, 

" Now, Zara, confess — ^you have had the * Ghosts of 
Heraldstowe ' revisiting you." 

Mr. Maynooth had spoken plajrf ully ; but he was not 
prepared for the effect of his words. Miss Barrymore 
had turned very pale, and pressing her lips firmly 
together, did not reply. " Come, my dear Zara," said 
he, kindly taking her hand, "tell me what troubles 
you?" 

Almeric was ill before that," said she, as she 
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recalled the time in which Baron Almeric had behaved 
so ill, in dropping his arm over night, and resuming it 
all right in the morning ! 

" Before the ghosts re-visited Heraldstowe ? Ah ! — 
then tell me when did they re-appear ?" Miss Barry- 
more did not reply. "I myself always thought that 
such grand people as ghosts deserted Heraldstowe with 
the death of old Mrs. Scattergood ! I have heard 
nothing of them since, and — But it was always said 
old Mrs. Scattergood kept them alive by her long and 
wonderful accounts. Ghosts like to hear themselves 
lauded ; and they were very intimate with — or very 
fond of that old lady ; for they were always dancing 
attendance upon her — at least, so my Aunt Nuala and 
Sir Hildebrand said. But now, Zara, I am quite pre- 
pared to credit any account you have to give me." 

"You are not, Raymond," said she, with a sigh. 
"But even if you would credit what I could tell, 
Almeric was ill before that, and lighted up his rooms, 

and— but 

You say Almeric was ill before the ghosts reappear- 
ed. Before you saw them, perhaps, you mean. Now, 
might not Almeric have had intercourse with these 
mighty people quite unknown to you I" 

" Indeed he might, Raymond I" said Miss Banymore, 
looking a little awe-stricken. " And now I do remem- 
ber he was not half so much astonished as I on that 
occasion." Miss Barrymore paused ; she was re-calling 
to her memory the night in which she and Almeric had 
seen the coloured lights on the marble statues in the 
garden ; but as she did not wish to speak of these things 
she hesitated, and afterwards added, " At all events, Al- 
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xneric seemed to be quite prepared for what actaally 
occurred I" 

" Very likely," said Mr. Maynooth. " Indeed, it is 
very probable that the ghosts gave him a distinct warn- 
ing of their future sublime intentions I But suppose, 
Zara, you recount to nie those facts only that are 
known to, or have been witnessed by yourself. I acknow- 
ledge I am a thoroughly practical man ; ghosts there- 
fore never visit me or my domains ; they know before- 
hand I should uproot theml But tell me what you 
have seen or known I" 

Miss Barrymore only shook her head and remained 
silent. 

" I am not sceptical as to the Heraldstowe ghosts," 
said he, while the smile on his lip and the merry twinkle 
at the corner of his eye belied his words. " Such places 
as Heraldstowe always have ghosts, and more especially 
where the inmates are more given to the poetry of life 
rather than the prose. Almeric, we know, is given to 
musing, and to a particular line of reading. He had a 
love for the mystical, and ghosts always find that out." 

" He had no love for ghosts, Raymond," said Miss 
Barrymore with some indignation. 

No, Zara, few mortals have. But the ghosts may 
have appreciated him — ^liked Am, and so very obligingly 
appeared to him on all particular occasions." Mr. 
Maynooth stopped, for he could not mistake the expres- 
sion of Miss Barrymore's countenance. He saw that 
she really credited all he said to her, and he inferred 
from her ready belief, that she had seen, or supposed 
she had seen^ supernatural beings at some time or 
other. 
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"Will you tell me when and where you and Almeric 
saw these ghosts ?" 

"No, Raymond/' said she with a disconsolate shake 
of the head. 

"Well, then, let us return to his letter. I cannot 
make out what he means, and you seem to be as much 
in the dark. It is so very mysterious a missive, that if 
he does not allude to ghosts I cannot tell what else to 
fix upon ; and as he does not mention these extraordi- 
nary people, I " 

" I assure you, Raymond, Almeric was ill before any- 
thing occurred, I will not say to alarm us, but at all 
events to excite our wonder, because we had no solution 
to the facts of which we were both witnesses 

" I wish I had been with you, I would have discover- 
ed some solution. Was it late at night when this hap- 
pened 

" At one o'clock in the morning." 

" And you say these ghosts did not make Almeric ill ? 
Then why did he persist in lighting up his rooms?" 

"After the cabinet had been robbed, or that Almeric 
believed it had been robbed, Dr. Quinn said Almeric 
feared robbers." 

" Robbers ! — ^moonshine !" said Mr. Maynooth. And 
then again reverting to the letter in his hand, he said, 
" You see, there is no date, no place of abode given in 
this strange letter, and the postmark is some small out- 
of-the-way place, unknown to us dwellers in this island ; 
and he says he will never see Heraldstowe again, as it 
seems to me, on account of this message that you are 
supposed to have sent through Dr. Quinn. I confess I 
hardly see my way, for I do not know where to write to 
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Almeric; bat it strikes me that if I could see Dr. 
Quinn we might perhaps have a better anderstanding of 
Almeric's meaning. What think you^ Zara f 

Indeed, yes, that seems to me the first thing to be 
done/' said she, as the tears again rose to her eyes. 

" Shall I see Dr. Quinn for you ? Shall I ride over 
and let you have his reply in the course of the day ?" 

Thanks, dear Raymond, you would serve me very 
much. It seems very desirable that we should know 
what Dr. Quinn has said — what message he sent in my 
dame." 

" Yes, I think that should be the first step. You and 
Miss Fortescue will lunch with Yolande, and I will start 
it once." 

^* It is a long ride, dear Raymond," said Miss 
Barrymore apologetically, and Yolande says you are 
rery busy." 

"Ohl nonsense," said be, looking at his watch. 
'Pray make yourself content on that score, I have 
lothing particular to do. Shall I stop at Heraldstowe 
Q my return, or shall I find you here I" 

^ We must return immediately after luncheon — 
jrandpapa will expect us. Come to Heraldstowe, and 
ine with us." 

" Not to-day. I cannot dine at Heraldstowe to-day, 
tt I will meet you there on my return from Dr. 
tuinn's." 
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CHAPTER II. 

THERE ARE MANY RARE ABILITIES IN THE WORLD WHICH 
FORTUNE NEVER BRINGS TO LIGHT." 

ME. MAYNOOTH was fortunate in finding Dr. 
Quinn at home, and he very soon stated the cause 
of his visit. During their conversation Dr. Quinn 
asserted that he had not sent any message to Almeric 
from Miss Barrymore or Sir Hildebrand, but as the 
"balance of power" had been disturbed in Almeric's 
brain by the supposition that the cabinet had been 
" robbed," so he, Dr. Quinn, tliought to restore the 
balance by sending Almeric word that " the thief was 
found. The brain — satisfied by the actual discovery 
of the thief, which had so long been preying upon 
it — would resume its ordinary work, and gradually 
recover its former healthy tone. The bugbear that 
originally disturbed it was caught, and the brain was 
once more at its ease. This was Dr. Quinn's statement. 

But this did not satisfy Raymond Maynooth, or, 
rather, it gave him no explanation of the message — the 
"insulting message" which Almeric averred had been 
sent by Sir Hildebrand and Zara through Dr. Quinn. 

" You really think Almeric was disturbed by the idea 
of a robbery, or that he sat up in that extraordinary 
manner night after night watching for thieves ?" 
" Certainly. Have you any other notion ?" 
" I should think * the ghosts ' had much more to do 
with the disturbance than either the coin or the thief I" 

" The ghosts !" said Dr. Quinn, with a stare of much 
astonishment. 
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The ghosts of Heraldstowe," said Mr. Maynooth, 
deliberately ; have you not heard of them 1" 

" Ghosts 1" reiterated Dr. Quinn. 

This was quite a new version of the cause of Al- 
meric's illness, and he, Dr. Quinn, felt angered accord- 
ingly- 

If I have been kept in the ^ark, and only told some 
of the symptoms of ill-health that oppressed my patient, 
I must beg leave to say I think Miss Barrymore has 
Dot acted with her customary candour, and with her 
generally excellent judgment." 
Dr. Quinn's professional standing was at stake, his 
prof essional penetration" piqued, and his natural 
rritability of temper not kept in check on this occasion 
)y that wise professional forbearance " he was usually 
ID skilful in calling to his aid. 

Ah ! perhaps I am treading on dangerous ground," 
aid Mr. Maynooth, "for clearly my private notions 
AVe no value in the presence of yours so learnedly 
rofessional." 

" But you must have some foundation for this idea ?" 
iid Dr. Quinn. 

" I must first do Miss Barrymore justice, and inform 
m she told me Almeric's illness began before the reap- 
jarance of the * ghosts,' — that is, if they did appear. 
It I know no particulars." 

**But, my dear sir, you speak of these trumpery 
losts as if they were real flesh and blood ! They are 
» such thing ; they are not even skin and bone — they 
3 shadows, sir, shadows of a diseased imagination." 
Considering that the learned Dr. Quinn was giving 
is very valuable information to one of the most practi- 
YOL. III. ^ C 
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cal men of the age, Raymond Majnooth may be excused 
if he smiled. 

" But this is surely very sad/' said Dr. Quinn, now 
lowering the tone of his voice, "that I should be called 
in on an especial occasion to Mr. Almeric Barrymore, 
and after I have prescribed according to the data given 
to me, and, I may acknowledge now, marvelling at m\ 
continued want of success in the cure — after I have 
prescribed, and been mortified and hurt with the result, 
I say it is very sad to discover tJiat the most valuable 
information has been studiously kept from me." 

Dr. Quinn felt he had a right to feel highly offended. 
He leaned back in his chair and raised his eyes sternly 
and enquiringly to Mr. Maynooth. 

" I think you exaggerate the meaning of my words," 
replied Mr. Maynooth ; " Miss Barrymore distinctly told 
me all the fuss about the ghosts — ^that is, if there are 
ghosts at Heraldstowe — took place after Almeric's 
illness, consequently the ghosts could not have inter- 
fered with your prescriptions, though I am told they are 
a very meddlesome class, and always poking their noses 
where they are not wanted ; and certainly * these ghosts' 
could have had nothing to do with Miss Barrymore's. 
statement to you, because they had not disturbed her at 
that time." 

"Excuse me, my dear sir," said Dr. Quinn with a 
lugubrious shake of the head, "but when, for the 
recovery of the patient, the most quiet repose is an 
essential thing, I am at a loss to understand how Mr. 
Barrymore could be otherwise than deeply injured if be 
were daily and hourly agitated by the appearance of 
ghosts. No commotion could have been more disheart- 
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ening to a patient, more discouraging to a physician, or 
have inflicted more real harm. Z7nreal as they are, the 
evil they inflict is terrible — terrible at the time, terrible 
in the consequences, terrible always. Ghosts, creatures 
whom the patient conceives to be ghosts — for there 
is the very point. You and I, who, thank Godl 
are sane, know there are no such useless creatures in 
this world. This wwld is for toil ; ghosts never work, 
therefore they have nothing to do with this world. As 
I have said, you and I know this very well ; but in the 
peculiar state of mind in which I found Mr. Barrymore 
he was most liable to be acted upon by the appearance 
—or, rather, the supposed appearance — of ghosts. And 
I say again, I ought to have been told." 

Dr. Quinn evidently felt very " professionally indig- 
nant " at the fact of having been kept in the dark on so 
momentous an occasion. He arose from his chair, and 
talked about the room in spite of Mr. Maynooth's 
)resence. Mr. Ma}mooth then apologised, and again 
issured Dr. Quinn the fancy had been all his own. He 
imself knew nothing about the " Ghosts at Herald- 
fcowe ;" he never had seen a ghost in his life — in point 
f fact, he thought that the entire race had died out 
mg ago, and that the " Heraldstowe Ghosts," in par- 
cular, had all been buried with the old hoi^keeper, 
ho had, in her lifetime, been upon such very intimate 
arms with them. He himself, until on this occasion, 
id heard no mention of them since his boyhood ; and 
^en at that early period of his life, he had been given 
understand that the " Heraldstowe Ghosts " were all 
ad and buried then ; the place of their interment was 
id to be the " cedar grove," but he could not vouch 

C 2 
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for the truth of this last fact, as, though he had often 
walked in the cedar grove, he had never seen any grand 
mausoleum there, as might naturally be expected, to the 
memory of so many heroes of past ages. And also he 
added that he himself had never known the famous old 
housekeeper, Mrs. Scattergood, who had, it was well 
known, taken such great care of the ghosts, and kept 
them alive by her kindness so long. 

But Dr. Quinn, in spite of the great amount of 
information on the subject of ghosts given him by 
Raymond Maynooth, was not to be pacified. He 
assured Mr. Maynooth, 

" That he certainly should not have written that, as it 
now turned out, most unfortunate letter to Mr. Barry- 
more, if he had been told of the * ghosts.' Professional 
men could not be expected to act without the fullest 
information with regard to their patients. But here he 
had been acting from data positively/ wrong^ How could 
his young patient be expected to recover when he, his 
physician, under a wrong report of his case, had pre- 
scribed for a wrong malady ?" 

In vain Mr. Maynooth assured him the supposition — 
for it was only a supposition, after all — had been made 
by himself, and also that the ghosts were perfectly 
quiet, for anything he knew to the contrary, during Dr. 
Quinn's professional visits. All that he could say did 
not appease Dr. Quinn's anger, and he at length rode 
away quite unable to bring any news of a consolatory 
nature to Miss Barrymore, 

Almeric's statement with regard to the letter he had 
received and Dr. Quinn's were utterly at variance. 
Almeric distinctly said " he had received an insulting 
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message through Dr. Quinn, from Sir Hildebrand and 
Zara;" while Dr. Quinn averred "he had not sent any 
message at all. He had simply told Almeric tJie thief 
was caughty as a means of taking that idea from 
Almeric's brain." Mr. Maynooth comforted Miss Barry- 
more as well as the extraordinary circumstances would 
admit. He advised her to keep the letter to herself — 
not to disturb Sir Hildebrand, and to rely upon him to 
assist her when the right time came. As they knew 
not where to find Almeric, they must wait patiently for 
more news. And with this small amount of consolation, 
Miss Barrymore was obliged to be contented for the 
;)resent. 

On the morrow Miss Fortescue was to leave Herald* 
towe. Captain Fortescue was expected to fetch her 
lome. At luncheon, while Captain Fortescue was in 
arnest conversation with Miss Barrymore on the on 
^ of the county — viz., the quarrel between Prells- 
liorpe Rectory and Prellsthorpe Park — that it had beea 
aased by the breaking off of the engagement between 
trenda Cheetham and Lord Danby ; that Lord Danby's 
larriage with Sara Thorn, though not absolutely 
inounced, was positively expected to take place soon, 
id that Lady Prellsthorpe's continued illness was the 
dy barrier to the marriage of the Lady Irene with 
*r, Hamilton — ^that gentleman again made his appear- 
ice. Indeed, it has been recorded that he had been a 
ily visitor from the time that Sir Hildebrand had 
ren him permission. Captain Fortescue was a 
ntleman of much observation and some penetration, 
d, in spite of the news he had so truthfully repeated 
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with regard to the marriage of Mr. Hamilton with the 
Lady Irene Stuart^ he was confirmed in the nature of 
the hit " he felt sure he had made about a week 
previously. 

When the luncheon was over, Captain Fortescue and 
Mr. Hamilton followed the ladies into the drawing- 
room, after having taken leave of Sir Hildebrand. 
Sarah Fortescue's preparations for departure were soon 
made, and Captain Fortescue in a hurry to return. 
On taking leave of Miss Barrymore, Captain Fortescue 
held her hand for a minute, as he said, playfully, 

" And we leave Sir Charles Grandison with you I" 
indicating Mr. Hamilton by a side-long glance. 

Miss Barrymore felt that he implied more than he 
Could possibly know, and curtseying low, she said, in 
allusion to the book — 

With your permission, I retain Sir Charles." 

" You have not only * my permission,' but my hearty 
good wishes for your eventual success. To study and 
appreciate so much learning will be a credit to you — 
indeed, I myself am not prepared to give an opinion on 
the consequences." 

He shook her hand heartily, and they were gone- 
Captain and Miss Fortescue. Miss Barrymore turned 
to realise, for the first time, a Ute-h-Ute with Mr. 
Hamilton. 

" Captain Fortescue is such an old friend," said she, 
half apologetically, as she remembered he had retained 
her hand. 

Then she set about diligently seeking for some kind 
of work that might employ her fingers, and helg her to 
recover her lost equanimity. When she had at length 
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found her work, she came forward examining it care- 
fully, and avoiding raising her eyes to Mr. Hamilton. 
She need not have feared to look up — Mr. Hamilton 
was absorbed in the Times. At length she seated 
herself m a low chair close by the folding glass doors 
that opened on to the lawn, and that stood wide open. 
She heard Mr. Hamilton put down the paper ; she was 
conscious he had seated himself. The circumstances in 
which they then stood to each other made her feel sure 
he must be gazing at her. And she felt a rosy blush 
overspread her features. She tried to keep her pulses 
nnder command in the oardinary fashion, for she assured 
herself, as she sat there plying her needle so deftly — she 
assured herself she did not like Mr. Hamilton. And 
Qow, to feel obliged to sit there to be stared at ! — it was 
enough to give offence to any lady. The silence was 
ippalling. It surely was not her business to begin a 
conversation ; she had not sought Mr. Hamilton to know 
nore of him — he had sought her ; and did he think he 
vould know more of her by staring at her? 

"Of all the stupid creatures who have hitherto 
xossed my path, surely this grand Mr. Hamilton is the 
aost stupid I" thought she. 

If he does not speak soon I feel sure I shall do some* 
hing strange. I wish I could run away I 

"A peacock is a very majestic bird," said Mr. 
[amilton at length, and his voice sounded more cold 
ad hard than usual. 

" Do you think so ?" said she without raising her eyes 
om her work. " I think the Turkey-cock more so." 
he did not think so, but she was determined to contra- 
ct Mr. Hamilton. 
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And then there was another silence, and Mis« 
Banymore thought perhaps she should be doing Mr. 
Hamilton a service if she asked him what he thought of 
the "Three Jolly Dogs;" but just as she had deter- 
mined to do this Mr. Hamilton again spoke, in the same 
slow and precise tones — 

" The Turkey is such a hobble-gobble !" 

Miss Barrymore felt sure that Mr. Hamilton's very 
cold and very dignified tones, coupled with his excellent 
attempts at conversation, possessed something of a very 
exciting nature. She felt herself become hot and her 
cheeks glow as she mentally wondered what on earth 
Mr. Hamilton would say next ? " The rapidity with 
which she had applied her needle had, been some conso- 
lation to her in the opening of this charming tfite-k-tete, 
but she felt the needle went anywhere, and the thread 
followed it " through every hole " with exact faithful- 
ness, and the result of this companionship of the needle 
and thread, when her fingers were unable to take the 
lead, was what could only be described under the word 
« botch." 

Miss Barrymore's position was becoming more 
unbearable every instant, and she could not at all tell 
whether she should break up the interesting stance by 
a flood of tears, or by bursting out with " Slap bang, 
here we are again !" when she suddenly felt a little 
" peck " at her shoe, and raising her eyes for the first 
time, she saw " Juno I" 

" Oh I Juno, you beautiful creature !" said she, 
caressing the peacock with more than her usual ardour ; 
for here was at once the clue to Mr. Hamilton's novel 
remarks, and a perfect saviour ;to herself from the 
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influence of "The Three Jolly Dogs" or a flood of tears. 

" I thought you must admire the peacock," said Mr. 
Hamilton, drawing his chair a little closer to hers ; " the 
peacock is so elegant as well as majestic, and your 
peacocks at Heraldstowe are most magnificent." Miss 
Barrymore was so thankful that she was saved from the 
" Cerberus " that had almost overpowered her, and also 
so extremely grateful that Mr. Hamilton had at last 
broken that awful silence, that she was able, thus 
relieved from her trouble, to reply to Mr. Hamilton 
with much of her accustomed courtesy of manner. 

" Juno is accustomed to come to this window to be 
fed," said she, half in apology for the beautiful peacock 
ihe continued to caress, and quite glad that she had the 
X)wer to say anything that was pleasant. 

" You have indeed an appropriate name, Juno," said 
tfr. Hamilton, as he, too, caressed the bird. " How tame 
le is ! A most elegant and superbly beautiful creature I" 
" One of dear Almeric's favourities," said she, as she 
tifled a sigh at the recollection of his last letter. " He 
jftve you the name of Juno, you beauty, did he not ?" 
ontinued she addressing the bird. " And so you want 
>me biscuit ? " 
" Shall I ring I" said Mr. Hamilton rising. 
"Thanks; no. I have good store of biscuit on a 
de-table on purpose for Juno." 

" Allow me," said he, as he prevented her rising and 
alked across the room for the biscuits she required, 
he peacock fed from her hand. 

Juno," said Mr. Hamilton, " will you come to me I" 
lie bird stretched out its beautiful neck, and took the 
306 of biscuit he offered. 
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Mr. Hamilton drew his cbair still closer to Miss 
Barrymore, and the bird occupied them both for several 
minutes very comfortably, turning now to one and now 
to the other, and furnishing an agreeable subject of 
conversation to both, when the drawing-room door was 
suddenly thrown open, and Lady Irene Stuart and Miss 
Thorn announced. 

Mr. Hamilton arose, and stepped back to allow Miss 
Barrymore to rise and receive her visitors, for they had 
been seated with their backs to the door, and were at 
the moment so intent on petting and admiring Juno, 
that the two ladies were half way down the long room 
before Miss Barrymore could disentangle herself and 
come forward. 

Mr. Hamilton had stepped aside with the plate of. 
biscuits in his hand ; then he placed it on the table and 
joined the ladies. 

"And so you are feeding Juno !" said Miss Thorn to 
Mr. Hamilton. " But I say Almeric was wrong to call 
the bird Juno. Jove would have been more appro- 
priate." 

"Oh I no, Sara," said Miss Barrymore. "Jove had 
nothing to do with peacocks, but they were sacred to 
Juno ; and, besides, she is always represented as drawn 
by peacocks." 

"A very dignified employment," said Lady L:ene. 
" So contemplative, and so classical." 

" Classical, did you say I" said Mr. Hamilton. 

" Yes, classical ! Did not some of the Roman Em- 
perors feed peacocks ?" But the bird walked away on 
the arrival of the visitors, and other subjects were intro- 
duced. 
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Ladj Irene and Mr. Hamilton had a long talk, while 
Miss Barrymore and Miss Thorn conversed on other 
subjects. Miss Barrymore saw with some surprise that 
Lady Irene seemed on very friendly terms with Mr. 
Hamilton. He was not at all " cold " and " stately 
he seemed to enjoy her ladyship's playful sallies, and 
she seemed quite at home with Mr. Hamilton. 

There was no doubt also on Miss Barrymore's mind 
that Miss Thorn was in an extremely happy frame of 
Dfiind ; she seemed to see the world through a charmed 
i;lass or magic mirror, but she gave no hint of her 
sngagement with Lord Danby, and as it had not been 
nade known to the county. Miss Barrymore, very 
visely, did not congratulate her friend. 

Mr. Hamilton at length came to an end of his spirited 
x>nversation with Lady Irene, and took leave. 

And when the ladies also left her, and Miss Barry- 
Qore was again alone, she fell to musing on the subject 
f Mr. Hamilton. She marvelled he should be so 
ifferent on different occasions. He could be very 
greeable if he pleased, and she could only conclude it 
id not pleased " him to make himself agreeable to 
er. Why should he seek her society and then be so 
all a companion that she had much difficulty in 
fallowing her yawns, and ia hiding her chagrin from 
Imt She tried to find out what she really had 
cpected from Mr. Hamilton, but she was unable to 
iply to the query. Excepting that she did not expect 
m to come and sit silent, and she did not think he 
Igbt to stare her out of countenance." He was only 
l^hing Juno, but as Miss Barrymore did not look up 
e did not know this. And Miss Barrymore acknow- 
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ledged that her first Ute-d-Ute with Mr. Hamilton was 
not so very agreeable as to make her look forward to 
another without great annoyance. 



CHAPTER in. 

" HOPES AND FEARS CHEQUEB HUMAN LIFE." 

MISS BARRYMORE had still no further under- 
standing of Almeric's mysterious letter. He had 
not written again, and she had remained very anxious 
and ill at ease, but without the smallest chance of unra- 
velling the problem. 

In a few days Mr. Maynooth again called at Herald- 
stowe, remained for luncheon with Sir Hildebrand and 
Miss Barrymore, and sat talking over the news of the 
day until Sir Hildebrand's carriage was announced. 
He then assisted the old gentleman from the library to 
the hall door, and saw 'him comfortably off for his 
afternoon drive, and with a deep sigh as the carriage 
drove away, he re-entered the house and sought Miss 
Barrymore. 

" I have had a telegram from Emmett," said he. 

"From Emmett! What news of dear Almeric?" 

*^ Poor dear fellow ! He is lying ill at Trieste." 

"Ill, Raymond!" said Miss Barrymore, clasping her 
hands together; "I feared this. Have you any 
particulars ?" 

" Only the fact that his young master is ill of fever, 
and he wisely sent ^the gram' to me, to avoid alarming 
Sir Hildebrand." 
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" What can I do, Raymond ?" said Miss Barrymore, 
as her eyes filled with tears. 

Mr. Maynooth, with the tenderness of a brother, took 
her by the hand and led her to a sofa. Placing himself 
by her side, and still retaining her hand, he said, 

" You, my dear Zara, in a case of this sort can do 
nothing but bear with patience the sorrow that is 
inflicted upon you. You, in spite of this overwhelming 
grief, must courageously try to appear at your usual 
ease — that is, in your customary serenity of mind. I 
will go to Almeric." 

You, Raymond ! Oh I God be thanked ! I am 
grateful for this kindness ; I have no words to thank you." 

*^ Hush, Zara, there is not much time to make 
arrangements," and Mr. Maynooth consulted his watch. 

Of course I shall be off by the first train, and I pro- 
mise you, on my arrival at Trieste, regular bulletins. 
He is young, and by the blessing of God he may 
Jeeover — at least it is our duty to hope so, and to leave 
ID means untried to restore him to health. We must 
lear this sad blow with full resignation to the Divine 
nil, Zara — that also is our duty." 

^ I shall try, for dear papa's sake ; but oh ! Raymond, 

do not restrain my tears now, that I may be the 
Btter able to bear up when dear grandpapa returns." 

And she wept convulsively. 

" I am sure you will try to keep this unwelcome news 
om Sir Hildebrand, Meanwhile inwardly bow your 
lad to the storm. Trust in God's goodness, hope in 
B mercy, but prepare yourself for the worst, and to 
bet that worst, should it come upon you, with calm 
lignation to His will." 
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*^Ohl Raymond, resignation is not in my power 
at this moment. To lose our dear Almeric! How 
can I bear the thought?" After a little pause she added 
wearily, " But I will try ; yes, I will try," as she vainly 
attempted to repress her tears and restrain her sobs. 

" We may not lose him, dear Zara. God may be 
gracious unto us. He may hearken favourably to our 
fervent prayers, and in the end restore him to us." 

He paused but she did not reply. 

*^You may think me hard-hearted and unsyihpa- 
thizing, when I counsel you * to prepare for the worst.' 
The issues of life and death are in His hands, who can- 
not err. He may see fit to call him to a more blessed 
home than any here on this earth, and we must submit 
resignedly to His decrees. None feel for you more 
than I at this moment, for you know Almmc and I 
have been as brothers, though X am so much older. And 
therefore, dear Zara, though I may seem, as I have said, 
^ cold and unsympathizing,' do not think it of me. I 
counsel you to be brave it is true, and to meet your 
grief and bear with it as a Christian lady ought." 

" You are not ^ cold,' Eaymond. You have always 
been most kind and sympathizing, and, believe me, 
though I have so little control over myself now, I 
promise you, I will be brave, for dear papa's sake. 
And believe me also, dear Raymond, that though I say 
so little, I am most grateful to you." 

^ Hush, my dear Zara, you shall have constant and 
reliable information, as far as the means in my power. 
And I trust you to keep all knowledge of this illness 
from Sir Hildebrand." 

"Indeed I shall." 
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Bat you are so lonely, Zara ; Miss Fortescue has 
left you. Will you have Yolande 1" 

^ If she can spare the time, I shall be truly glad." 

" What can she have to do ? I do not understand." 

**We heard you were re-furnishing Mitreberris, or 
Wolfscrag, or both. And if so ^ 

^^And if I am, such things can await my return. 
Then I will send Yolande I" 

" Yes, pray do." 

^ I must go ; trust me, dear Zara," added he, as he 
shook hands with her, " trust me to be a comfort to you, 
in so far as you can have comfort." Mr. Maynooth 
went away ; but in a second or two returned, and said 
hurriedly, ^ Here is Hamilton again, I saw him in 
he distance. Tell me, dear Zara, why does he come ?" 

To please himself," said Miss Barrymore shortly ; 
md then she added, " I cannot see him now, Raymond." 

Mr. Maynooth took her hand, and led her again to 
he drawing-room, as he said, for she had followed him 
9 the door, 

" And is this your courage, Zara I Then how long 
yon think you will be able to keep this news from 
tir Hildebrand?" 

Ah ! too true. I must see Mr. Hamilton." 

^ I hope if Hamilton comes here to please himself, he 
bases you and Sir Hildebrand also f 

^ Papa is much pleased with his visits." 

^ And why does he not content you, Zara ?" 

^Nothing contents me, and he is so ^stupid,' and 

old,' and ^ sublime,' I am bored to death." 
Stupid ! — ^bored I" said Mr. Maynooth, as the door 

m thrown opea and Mr. Hamilton announced. Good- 
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bye once more," said Mr. Maynooth, as he clasped Mr. 
Hamilton's hand, and left the room. 

It was impossible that Miss Barryinore could hide 
such overwhelming grief from the penetrating eyes of 
Mr. Hamilton ; in the humiliation of her sorrow Mr. 
Hamilton was no longer a bugbear. She cared nothing 
for etiquette, for forms and ceremonies ; but though ab- 
sorbed by her misery, she did not forget the dignified 
courtesy of the English lady. 

I am ashamed to welcome you with tears," said she, 
as she offered her hand. 

"And I must apologize for my intrusion on your 
sorrow." There was a something unusually gentle in 
Mr. Hamilton's voice, which struck upon some sensitive 
chord in her breast ; but ere she had time to analyze the 
feeling, he spoke again — " I sympathize with you very 
deeply ; may I ask what grieves you f " 

" Dear Almeric is lying ill of fever." 

Again the tones of Mr. Hamilton's voice in reply 
seemed to find their way very easily to her heart. He 
drew from her the details already known to the reader, 
and counselled her, as Raymond had done, to keep Sir 
Hildebrand in ignorance. Miss Barrymore also told 
him that all telegrams would be sent to Miss Majmooth, 
who would be on a visit at Heraldstowe ; and thus pre- 
vent the possibility of any one being opened by Sir 
Hildebrand, as might happen if they were address- 
ed to herself. Mr. Hamilton also counselled Miss 
Barrymore to take a stroll with him in the grounds, as 
the easiest method of removing — ^by the action of the air 
upon her face — traces of recent emotion, before Sir 
Hildebrand's return ; and then he said — so playfully as 
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cause Miss Barrymore to smile in spite of her sadness, 
have not had a stroll through the grounds of 
jraldstowe since the ni^ht I had the pleasure of your 
npanjy and you did me the honour of mistaking me 
* Maynooth ! I enjoyed that stroll extremely ; let me 
J that I am of some use to you in this emergency, and 
iciously consent to put yourself under my care for a 
)rt time f " 

Miss Barrymore felt she must not refuse ; and, besides, 
some means or other unknown to herself, Mr. Hamil- 
I was rising in her estimation. She never thought once 
calling to her aid the " Three Jolly Dogs " of only a 
w days ago— and instead of wishing to relieve her pent- 
annoyance by a flood of tears, she felt that the con- 
sation of Mr. Hamilton tended to keep in check 
tse that might naturally be expected to overflow, 
ough her sorrow. 

ind during their walk, by the edge of the glassy lake, 
I through the shady grove of cedars, Mr. Hamilton 
not — as so many would — turn comforter. More 
ily, he let her tell him of her present trouble ; how 
ienly it had overwhelmed her — of her great love for 
absent brother. She expatiated — as sisters love 
— on all Almeric's perfections ; on his kindhearted- 
, his goodness, his delight in natural history. She 
Mr. Hamilton to Almeric's favourite haunts, and 
ted out his favourite birds, his favourite squirrel, 
&c. She told how Almeric resembled a great 
ttor of the house of Barrymore, whose fondness for 
rels was the cause of the large numbers in the Park, 
old the history of the Cedar Grove ; that seed was 
^t from Lebanon in the Middle Ages, and first 
L. m. D 
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planted on the "Cedar Knoll" in the centre of the grove, 
and that in after years the trees had increased until the 
result was the present grove. One ancestor had a taste 
for cedars as she had just related. Another determined 
to have the " ivory, apes, and peacocks," that Solomon 
was said to have taken delight in. Cabinets of ivory, curi- 
osities of ivory, of every kind and shape, she assured Mr. 
Hamilton, were still at Heraldstowe, to prove the industry 
of her famous ancestor on that head. The peacocks 
also had flourished, for Heraldstowe was famous for the 
large numbers, and for the elegance and richly coloured 
plumage of these birds. 

The " apes," however, had died out. Tradition said 
these animals had not been so successful an importation 
as many others for which her ancestors had been cele- 
brated. 

" St. Mary's-on-the-KnoU " was built by one of the 
barons in the latter part of the twelfth century. The 
quaintly-carved " knops " in cedar were the work of her 
ancestors. Miss Barrymore supposed she must not use 
the word " knop " now ; she concluded " boss " would 
be more easily understood. But she reminded Mr. 
Hamilton that the bosses in St. Mary's were all flowers 
and tufts of leaves. The stained glass was some of the 
finest in the kingdom, and the church, as it belonged to 
the Barrymores, and was upon the estate of Herald- 
stowe, had always been kept up ; for it had been the 
pride of the possessor of Heraldstowe, for the time 
being, to keep everything in order, improve as much as 
possible, and send on the lands intact to the heir. 

All this, and much more, Mr. Hamilton wiled from 
Miss Barrymore in their walk through the pleasant 
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4 and shady avenaes of Heraldstowe. When Sir 
Idebrand's carriage appeared on the brow of the hill, 
•. Hamilton took her by a short cut to the house, 
ere they stood ready to receive him. Shortly after 
' Hildebrand's arrival, Mr. Hamilton took leave, and 
ss Barrymore retired to her dressing-room to prepare 
' dinner. 

Alone, the news of Almeric's illness again nearly 
arpowered her, but by the exertion of a strong will 
J determined to show no outward sign of suffering, 
r^ertheless, her thoughts returned to the recent walk 
i had had with Mr. Hamilton, and she was unable to 
x>unt for the fact that she had entirely forgotten her 
mliar position with him, and that during the con tin u- 
of that walk even her sorrow had been in abey- 
Be. She herself had made no effort to restrain the 
liression of her grief, nor had she even thought of. 
msing Mr. Hamilton for the time being, or of making 
iMelf appear to advantage in his eyes. She also 
iDvered that if, on a former occasion, she could not 
Ijr to her own query as to " what she did expect " 
li Mr. Hamilton, since up to that time he had fallen 
■r short of her " great expectations " — on this occa- 
■ whatever Miss Barrymore's expectations might 
m been, Mr. Hamilton had far surpassed them. 
Ktrange," thought she. But yet even she was 
■Bied ; and as bef oretime she had not been contented 
I Mr. Hamilton's daily attendance, and what she 
I pleased to call ^^most obstinate taciturnity and 
Idity,'' in prop<Htion, as her former mortification 
Ibeen great, so much the greater was her present 
Bccted serenity. 

r b2 
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Mr. Hamilton, with the wisdom of a man of the 
world, and the kind-heartedness of a brother, had 
studiously led the conversation into such channels as 
could not fail of proving interesting to Miss Barrymore 
herself. Unconsciously, she did the honours of Herald- 
stowe as its young mistress — proud of her ancient 
lineage, and of the noble deeds of her ancestors. To 
this she had been educated ; and all this she might have 
done often in her previous life, but then it would have 
been with the wish on her part to amuse and gratify her 
visitors, while now she had had no intention of charm- 
ing Mr. Hamilton. And yet, somehow, she knew he 
had been gratified, and that, when he took leave, he 
went away happy-hearted. And, more wondrous still, 
as regarded Mr. Hamilton's position with herself, he 
left her the same. But then, of course, she was much 
too tired to analyze this and that, and find out the 
reason for the other. She must dress for dinner, and 
prepare herself to make the evening pass pleasantly to 
her dear old grandpapa. And Miss Barrymore rang 
for her maid. 

Mr. Hamilton, on his part, was agreeably conscious 
that, in spite of the overwhelming sorrow in which he 
found Miss Barrymore, he had been more welcome to 
her than on former occasions. He knew, though she 
did not, that he had been the means, for the time being, 
of wiling away her grief, and he felt that every day 
she became a greater attraction to him. He had not 
misunderstood the coldness with which he had been met 
on former occasions, and he fancied he could plainly 
discern the fact that Miss Barrymore had, in the first 
instance, received him by her grandfather's wish, and 
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rather against her own will. Still Mr. Hamilton 
determined to persevere in his attentions to her, and in 
his attempts to win her — failing to win her maiden 
heart, Mr. Hamilton must resign her hand, even though 
it would certainly cause a great disappointment to Sir 
Hildebrand. 

Again Sir Hildebrand would leave the large dining- 
room, and go with Miss Barrymore as soon as she, after 
dinner, prepared to retire. He leaned on her arm. 

"What a deep sigh, my darling," said Sir Hilde- 
brand. "I am sure Hamilton looked happy enough 
when I drove up to the hall door." 

Oh 1 yes, of course, dear papa," said she, without 
[uite considering how much she admitted. 

Then pray do not you sigh, mignonnej* said he, as he 
eated himself and put his arm round her. 
Now was the time that she must call up her courage, 
p the secret of Almeric's illness would escape her. 
he thought of her great prop and comfort in her 
ouble — ^Mr. Maynooth. 

Raymond is going abroad again," said she, by way 
informing him of Mr. Maynooth's absence in the 
fiiest way. 

^ Surely not, my dear. Has he not had rambling 
ought The young men of the present day never 
to stay at home. Does he ever mean to settle 
wn ? I had a better opinion of Raymond, my dear, 
thought he would now content himself with his 
irming home — only second to Heraldstowe. He ought 
marry." 

* So Yolande says, and dear Aunt Nuala wishes it 
y much." 
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It should have been recorded before this, for the bene- 
fit of the reader, that Mistress Nuala Maynooth was 
called Aunt Nuala by all the young ladies who were in- 
timate at Wolfscrag, though there was no actual rela- 
tionship. 

" Everybody who knows Raymond and has any regard 
for him must wish that he would marry. Instead of which, 
he is wasting his time by rambling about the earth. I 
wish I had seen him, I would have shown him the folly 
of it. When does he go 1" said Sir Hildebrand. 

^' To-day ; he is gone. He came to take leave." 

" Upon my word ! What this nineteenth century is 
coming to would be difficult for any reasonable person 
to discover. Why, my dear, he actually lunched with 
us, put me into my carriage in the usual way, and — 
never once pressed my hand, or told me of his intention. 
This from Raymond Maynooth, whom I have known 
from a baby boy ! How does he know he shall ever see 
me again ?" 

Hush, dear papa," said she, as she put her arms 
round his neck, and for the moment hid her face on his 
shoulder. Tears were in her eyes when she raised her 
head. " I shall not allow you to say such things, dear 
papa," said she, alluding to the latter part of his speech, 
and she caressed him as she spoke. 

"No, my darling, I will not, for your sake." 

" You see, dear papa, Raymond is very astute ; very 
likely he knew beforehand your opinion of so much tra- 
velling, and sought to prevent bearing it from your own 
lips." 

" Of course, my dear, he is very clever and far-seeing, 
and very good, my dear. I have nothing to say against 
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him, and there is everything to approve in his daily life 
and manners. But he might stay at home. What, bless 
mj life, where is there a land like England ? Only the 
young men of the present day think so much of other 
countries, and Livingstone has made Africa the fashion, 
md the French Emperor and Empress follow in his 
wake— quite against all rule, my dear, for France to 
'ollow the fashion ; she used to lead in my young days. 
3ut times are changed." 

This sally quite restored Sir Hildebrand to his custom- 
ry equanimity ; and when, after a little pause, he added, 
'Now, Mr. Hamilton is a man quite after my own 
eart ; he knows better than to waste his time by going 
broad." He finished his speech with a laugh. 
Yolande is coming to stay with me, dear papa." 
" Is she, my dear I That is very satisfactory. It 
ould be folly for you to be living by yourself here, and 
olande there. I say you are alone, Zara, because I am 
> company." 

"Then you will not say that again; you are very 
larmingly sociable. Yolande is alone, and she shall 
nefit by your presence and mine." 

Miss Maynooth arrived at Heraldstowe before lun* 
Bon on the following day. After the greetings on 
ival she said, 

Eaymond went off by the 6 p.m. express last night. 
! will write daily, dear Zara, so that after the arrival 
the first letter we may expect to hear regularly." 
^ Raymond is so kind, I never can thank him enough." 
^ I have brought dear Aunt Nuala's last letter, to give 
; the latest account of Lady Grel. They were at 
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Zurich when she wrote, enjoying the change very much. 
You can read it at your leisure," said Miss Maynooth, as 
she put it into Miss Barrymore's hand. 

After luncheon, when the ladies were quietly seated at 
their work, the conversation, as is natural on the meeting 
of friends, turned upon the on dits of the county, 

" You have heard of the rupture between the Oheet- 
hams and the Prellsthorpes I Everybody has something 
to say on the subject." 

" Indeed it is a ^ rupture ' I cannot understand. Miss 
Fortescue told me of it some ten days ago, and yet I had 
myself met Miss Cheetham at the Park only the day 
before." 

" Ah ! yes, that is the worst part of the affair ; per- 
haps you do not know what at this time is the common 
talk of the best half of the county. I had better en- 
lighten you." 

" Yes, Yolande, do tell me all you know on the sub- 
ject. Since dear Almeric left us I have remained very 
much at home, and this must be some excuse for my ig- 
norance," said Miss Barrymore with a sigh. 

" The report that is the most generally credited is, that 
Lord Danby and Miss Cheetham have been privately 
affianced ever since, or at least very soon after, the party 
came to the Park. That Lord Danby, on his engage- 
ment being accidentally discovered by Mrs. Cheetham, 
proposed to Mr. Cheetham for his daughter, and was ac- 
cepted, upon the understanding between the Cheethams 
(pire^ mhrey et fille) and Lord Danby, that this betrothal 
should not be announced to the county during the illness 
of the Countess." 

What had the illness of the Countess to do with this! 
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Lord Prellsthorpe would naturally inform her. But, to my 
nind, though I do notwishto be ill-natured, theCheethams 
ippear to me anything but a well ordered family. Grel 
fras always uncomfortable. Mr. Cheetham lives amongst 
lis book^ Miss Cheetham has so much of her own way 
—not always a good way — and kind Mrs. Cheetham is 
lo complete a cipher, that I confess I should not think 
i^rellsthorpe Eectory a very desirable home." 

" This is often the state of things after a second mar- 
iage. Mother and step-daughter seldom agree." 

" I did not mean to hint that they quarrel ; indeed, I 
ave no grounds for such a supposition." 

"No, they do not actually quarrel; the kind Mrs. 
'heetham will keep the peace, if it be possible. But she 
as always given way a great deal too much to that tur- 
ulent and ill-conducted Brenda. However, to return 
► my news — ^the Lady Irene was in the secret of this 
fair of Lord Danby and Miss Cheetham." 

That would not better the position of the parties," 
id Miss Barrymore with a little laugh. 
" No, it did not. But it turned out, or at least this 
the last report, Lord Danby fell in love with Miss 
bom." 

*^ And all this time the county was a witness to his 
iceasing attentions to Lady Grel and to his great ad- 
Iration of her ! What could he mean by all this I" 
[d Miss Barrymore. 

Oh ! yes ; we all saw that he plagued Grel, and that 
3 did not like him ; but it is said now he only used 
•el as a blind to his real loves — that is, if they are 
il," added Yolande laughing. 

And then Miss Cheetham's anger was so furiously 
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kindled against Miss Thorn, when Lord Danby trans- 
ferred his public attentions to her, that she broke the 
compact between him and her own family, and exhibited 
herself as Jianc4e^ to the astonishment of all who heard 
her." 

" What a very absurd position, and very lowering to 
her 1" said Miss Barrymore. 

"Absurd I why, the gist of the whole thing hung 
upon that, though Brenda did not know it until she 
found herself worse off after the communication than 
before. For the Earl himself, who up to this time had 
been kept in the dark, went off to the Rectory to know 
what it all meant, and finding Mr. Cheetham believed 
his daughter to be positively engaged to Lord Danby, 
he informed the astonished gentleman that his son, Lord 
Danby, had been betrothed to the Lady Gwendoline 
St. Vincent long before he came to Prellsthorpe Park ; 
that this arrangement was agreeable to the families on 
both sides, that Lord Danby constantly went to town for 
the express purpose of visiting Lady Gwendoline, and 
that the marriage was expected to take place this 
autumn." 

" What a sad affair ! Poor Mr. Cheetham 1 I really 
pity him 1" said Miss Barrymore. 

" I do not know that I do. He ought not to have 
consented to anything secret ; he should have seen Lord 
Prellsthorpe at once, and settled the affair in the begin* 
ning, yes or no." 

" You are right, Yolande." 

"All intimacy ceased between the Park and the 
Eectory ; and yet, it is said, that very foolish Miss 
Cheetham still meets Lord Danby in the Bectory 
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ronnds, or in certain parts of the Park. It is also said 
.e is certain that Lord Danby will eventually many 
irself;' 

Miss Barrymore raised her eyes from her work, and 
oked at her friend with a doubtful shake of the head. 

You are right, Zara. Lord Danby cannot intend 
marry Miss Cheetham. Even Miss Thorn would do 
3 taste much more credit, and I assure you some say 
ry seriously that he is indeed too ^pria with her to 
sign her for any other." 

" So Miss Fortescue told me. I should not rely much 
such a report, though Sara Thorn is strikingly beau- 
ul, and I have seen Lord Danby devote himself to 
r. But Sara Thorn is both better educated and 
tter principled than Brenda Cheetham, and unless 
p. Thorn knows of the engagement I think we may 
pe that Sara is not caught by Lord Danby's 
ger 

" She is always with Lady Irene, and she rides a 
jat deal with Lord Danby." 

'^Lord Danby and Sara Thorn! Does not Mr. 
orn join them I" 

^No ; but I must not mislead you. The riding-party 
m Prellsthorpe is generally Lord Prellsthorpe, Lord 
nby, Lady Irene, and Miss Thorn ; and, of course, 
rd Danby is always by Miss Thorn's side. And 
ther thing I must also make clear, if any one unites 
ts Thorn's name with Lord Danby's in her presence, 
I sort of joke, as some people will, I am told she puts 
m the insinuation with much dignity of manner; 
. the worst that can be said of her was a remark 
le by an ill-natured maiden lady who lives at Stowe. 



44 



MAIDENHOOD. 



When it was pointed out in her presence that Miss 
Thorn had always steadily waved aside any joining of 
the two names together — ^Miss Thorn's and Lord 
Danby's — the old lady said, 

" Ay, my dear, but no one ever heard Miss Thorn 
actually deny it." 

And the wise heads of the county listen to such re- 
marks, and agree that there is some probability of an 
engagement between them." 

"How very strange, Yolande! The annals of the 

county of Z deserve to be recorded. But now tell 

me, if Miss Thorn and Lord Danby are supposed to be 
betrothed, what, then, becomes of Miss Oheetham?— 
and what of Lady Gwendoline St. Vincent f" 

" Oh ! I had forgotten that ! One part of the county 
thinks Lady Gwendoline is a myth ; they say the Duke 

of has no daughter of that name ; and Brenda 

Cheetham says it is not necessary to deny Lady Gwen- 
doline's existence while she is still alive, and that from 
the first she has known of Lord Danby's entanglement 
with her. She has known also that her ladyship was in 
a decline, or, to use Brenda's words, in a galloping 
consumption, and that as soon as she died Lord Danby 
would acknowledge his promise to herself." 

" Good heavens, Yolande ! What a heartless girl 1" 

" Heartless ! you may well say so. But the county 

of Z says more — sterling county as we know, it to 

be," added Yolande laughing. "The county says 
Brenda is fighting for a coronet I" 

" Yolande, now I have a key to your speech when 
you played the Sibyl at our f Ste ! I remember think- 
ing you so hard upon her majesty the Queen of the 
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ay. You said, * For a May-queen no coronet how 

tie I thought you had made a ^ hit.' " 

"No ; you did not understand several very good * hits' 

at were made on that very pleasant evening ; but per- 

ps the future may enlighten you." 

Miss Barrymore did not reply, for she did not know 

what remarks Miss Maynooth alluded. 

The May-queen continues to meet Lord Danby ; as 
lave said, they are often seen walking together in the 
irk, and when the Earl is absent, she has the folly to 
to the house. It is also said Mr. and Mrs. Cheet- 
m do not know of this — but the least said on that 
)re the better. Lady Prellsthorpe is always in her 
'n apartments, and Lady Lrene receives any one whom 
>rd Danby wishes to see ; and Brenda says her pre- 
ice at the Park so frequently will in the end convince 
3 county that there is no real feud between the Park 
i the Rectory." 
"What infatuation !" 
"And all for a coronet !" 

^ That is worse than all. But now, Yolande, you 
re told me nothing about Lady Irene. Miss For- 
3ue said her marriage was much talked of." 
* Maidenhood" saw no reason why she should not 
IT all the on dita of the country. She had heard 
eh about Lord Danby, why not a little about the 
dy Irene 1 

^ Announced long ago, my dear, as I told Raymond. 

would ask you and Sir Hildebrand to meet the 
miltons at luncheon at Mitreberris. He was wrong ; 
ought to have asked Lord ' Prellsthorpe and Lady 
Qe ; X told him so at the time. And also I saw you 
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CHAPTER IV. 

DISSEMBLED SIN IS DOUBLE WICKEDNESS." 

T THINK another month will see me safely spliced,** 

X said Lord Danby to his sister. 

" Yes ; I have had a letter from Gwendoline, and I 
see she fixes the nineteenth." 

" It is a wrong time of the year, in my judgment,** 
said Lord Danby; "nevertheless, since Gwen Kkes 
Scotland, we can as well go there as anywhere, even 
better, for then I shall have something to do." 

" I shall be very glad when it is over, and of coarse 
you can shoot grouse or anything else you like. But 
now, D., where is Orel! Because Gwendoline makes 
rather a point of our being two and two." 

" Grel is with that old Nuala woman somewhere. 
The great Spider can tell us, I dare swear. I think — 
as I am sure I have before-time hinted to you — I think 
the large Spider spreads his nets for the lovely Pearl." 

" D., you say these things only to pain me. It is not 
in nature that so sensible a man as Mr. Maynooth could 
fall in love with so silly a' doll as Grel !" 

" I do not wish to pain you, Ren — on the contrary, I . 
wish I could save you from so great a bore ; and yet it 
is oddy Ben, but I have not unfrequently remarked that 
such clever fellows as that enormous Spider and that 
magnificent Abbot very often do pitch upon little dolls 
wherewith to amuse their leisure hours. Heigho ! I be- 
gin to wonder how on earth / shall manage to amuse 
myself with Gwen 1" 
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" We will call at Mitreberris this morning, D. We 
hall then get the latest news of Grel, and see the large 
Jpider in his own den. Gwendoline's two sisters, Christa- 
>el and Olga, and Grel and myself. What a stupidly 
uiet wedding for the daughter of a Duke !" 

" The merchant class have the monoply of grand wed- 
ings, Ren, and I do not care how quietly we are ^turned 
fiF.' When will you drive, and I will go with you f 

" Yes ; but first, D., about Sara Thorn t" 

" What about Sara Thorn I She drives with you, I 
ippose I" 

" That is not what I mean — of course she does." 
" She will amuse me, Ren, during the drive. Queen 
ork is a refined, intellectual, and handsome young 
3man. Gwen may thank her stars that I consent to 
arry her; they are very much alike — sometimes I 
efer Queen York; she has improved immensely in 
ess and manner since she has been so much here, 
hen Gwen and I come to the Park after our wedding 
ir, we must fill the house full, and get up grand 
rties, and perhaps Queen York may then be able to 
nfort herself for the loss of me by amusing some 
ler fellow." 

^^She has behaved extremely well, D., and in my 
irt I am sorry for her, for she is very companionable, 
y unselfish, and she always looks well by my side in 
\ carriage." 

* Yes — Queen York is a ^ brick,' and she is evidently 

n to conquer — Queen York will do well, after all. 

a will see she is too sensible to fret — much!^ 

^ And what will you do with that very disagreeable 

ng woman, Brenda Cheetham I" 

JOL. III. E 
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" Nothing," said Lord Danby, with a yawn. 

" She will very likely do something with you." 
She cannot, Ren. I am safe from her vengeance. 
Her ecclesiastical papa, and her mild mamma, will 
think it dignified to let the matter drop, and perhaps 
even think proper, at a proper time, to call upon Gwen 
—ah ! ah 1 ah !" 

" I have no compassion for her, D. — she is so forward,- 
so ill-bred, so ill-tempered, and so black-browed I" 

"Then you do pity and compassionate my Queen 
York, or you will when the news of my capture by 
Gwen reaches her." 

"Brenda is so vulgar and snappish — Sara is com- 
panionable and amiable ; and somehow, D., I am sorry 
for her. And then, D., she has so kept the county in 
the dark." 

" Yes, she has. I owe her something for that. You 
see, Ken, I have had my amusement with Queen York, 
and the county cannot say a word, against me. I shall 
not forget this proper behaviour of my queen on some 
future auspicious occasion. And besides, Ben, she is 
young — she will get over it^ 

" If she is wise, she will, D. And if I could, D., I 
would much rather take her than Grel to town to be 
bridesmaid with me." 

" Oh ! no, Ren. That idea is too barbarous. Have 
some compassion for blighted hopes, and do not let her 
misery feast itself on Gwen's happiness. I could not 
ask her, and I hope you will not, Ren — the poor thing 
might faint at the altar." 

" Of course I cannot take Sara Thorn ; you disturb 
yourself unnecessarily, D. I say I would rather have 
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ber than Grel. Grel is a cousin, and has a right ; but 
3ven Queen York has no right to be a bridesmaid to 
Grwendoline. You have, as you acknowledge, amused 
jrourself with her, and I do not mean to lose sight of her." 

" Her very mild father, Sir Vicar Stowe, will never 
call me out, Ren." 

*^ He has no excuse for such a proceeding. You 
aever asked Queen York of her father, and she would 
lot listen to you unless you did." 

" Ah ! but she heard, if she would not listen, and she 
reasured up what she heard — as women do. That is 
lot my fault. I enjoyed it very much at the time, and 
o did she. And if I can advance her interests with 
ome other fellow in the future, as a consolation to her 
mder her young maidenly error, I will do so, Ren. I 
eally like and admire Queen York for her beauty, her 
oodness, and her many first-rate qualities, so seldom 
3und in the daughter of a Sir Vicar Stowe. Ah ! 
^ueen York, lovely as ever 1" said Lord Danby, as he 
)se with empressement on Sara's entrance into the room. 
" Hush !" said Sara, in sweet, low tones — " you must 
>t say pretty things to me." 

But Sara blushed very brightly, and looked very 
ippy. Lord Danby had taken her hand, and after 
ira's rebuke, he raised it to his lips, placed her on a 
fa, and seated himself by her side, still retaining her 
nd, which Sara struggled to set free. 

have before told you I shall not harm this lovely 
nd— shall I, Ren ?" 

Lady Irene smiled, and shook her head. 
" You, my queen, do not permit me to adore you 
til I am free, as a man of honour, to speak to pater- 

£ 2 
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nal creatures; but sometimes my desires overpower 
yoar commands, and, Queen York, you will forgive 
me ? — I know you will." 

Lord Danby gave a very slight pressure to the tiiry 
hand as he now resigned it, and we must excuse 
credulous "Maidenhood" if Sara's countenance ex- 
pressed that she did forgive him. 

" We are going to Mitreberris, Sara — ^will you go 
with us ?" Lady Irene said. 

" Thanks, I shall be very glad," said Sara. 

Soon afterwards the carriage came round, and they 
drove to Mitreberris. There they were told Mr.. 
Maynooth had gone abroad, and Miss Maynooth on a 
visit at Heraldstowe. They drove to Heraldstowe. 

" So then, Ren, you see I am right. The Spider is 
gone to the old Nuala woman to have a look at Grel,** 
said Lord Danby. 

" Do you think so, Sara !" said Lady Irene. 

Lord Danby then explained to Sara the subject of 
the previous conversation he had had with his sister, 
and Sara replied, 

" Mr. Maynooth was certainly very attentive to Lady 
Grel at the ball at Heraldstowe, but so also was Mr. 
Hamilton, and many others. I think, at present. Lady 
Grel is a general favourite." 

"You should say * Cousin Grel,' my queen," said 
Lord Danby. 

" Not yet," she said, simply. 

And the next minute she blushed deeply as she 
acknowledged to herself how much she thereby 
admitted that she had intended to conceal. Lord 
Danby laughed triumphantly, as he added : 
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" But, my queen, the Spider, and the Abbot, and the 
Medissval, and my poor self — all danced with you." 

When they were shown in at Heraldstowe, they 
again found Mr. Hamilton there. 

" I am sure Juno must be extremely well cared for," 
laid the Lady Irene, alluding to her former visit, when 
(be had seen Mr. Hamilton and Miss Barrymore feeding 
he peacock. 

"You should call a peacock ^ Jove,' not * Juno,' " said 
Liord Danby. 

The conversation became general, and eventually 
!jady Irene succeeded in her mission. Miss Maynooth 
/as able to give her Orel's address. They did not 
lake a long visit. Mr. Hamilton took the Lady Irene 
> her carriage, and they drove away. 

" Pity me, Queen York," said Lord Danby. 
Why do you require compassion ?" 

" I go to London next week." 

" Then, D., you ought to pity Sara," said Lady Irene. 
"So I do, Ren, only, as she is young she will get over it.'^ 
At these words, so recently used by Lord Danby to 
s sister when speaking of his approaching marriage 
Ith the Lady Gwendoline St. Vincent, Irene could not 
gist a laugh at Sara's expense. But Sara, unconscious 
the precipice upon which she stood, or of the pitfall 
her very feet, thought Lord Danby only alluded to a 
xiporary absence in town, such as had occasionally oc- 
rred since his residence at Prellsthorpe, and did not 
derstand the double meaning her companions enjoyed. 
" It is a famous thing to be young," continued Lord 
mby, as he stooped forward, for he was sitting opposite 
her, to speak to Sara ; " we can get through a great 



54 



MAIDENHOOD. 



deal in youth, and get over more. Youth, beauty, and 
amiability — was ever queen more splendidly endowed? 
Your beauty, as well as your youth, will assist you in 
this instance, my queen. Now, listen, if you fret you 
will wrinkle your lovely face, and that will distress — even 
me. Take my advice — when the time of your trouble 
comes upon you— do not fret. Remember your beauty 
will suffer; your golden hair will lose its curl, your 
heavenly blue eyes will fade and grow dim, many other 
horrors will overtake you ; friends may make merry with 
your sorrow. People are so hard-hearted I Therefore, 
Queen York, treasure up this advice and do not fret. 
Smile, as you do at this moment ; smile. Queen York ; 
smile your trouble down, and let the world wag on its 
ordinary way." 

Sara, who took all this as a pretty bit of badinage 
relative to Lord Danby's temporary absence, felt flattered 
by every word, and could not possibly foresee that when 
" the time of her trouble " did overtake her, she would 
recall this drive and these words with a bitterness of 
spirit and a heaviness of heart, to which, up to that time, 
she had been a stranger. 

Sara Thorn, as we have before said, knew of Lord 
Danby's engagement with Lady Gwendoline St. Vin- 
cent, and she also, like the rest of the neighbourhood; 
had been led to believe her seriously ill, and also not a 
favourite with Lord Danby. Sara had never sought to 
know more of Lady Gwendoline than she learned accident- 
ally from the on dits of the county, though Sara was far too 
kind-hearted and too well-principled to listen seriously to 
Lord Danby's protestations of love until it was in his power 
to ask her of her father. But Sara had been more than 
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i¥oman if she had shut her eyes to his daily attentions to 
lerself. The homage of the man to the woman had sub- 
lued Sara ; but, as we have said, she would not listen till 
he proper time. 

Also we must remark here, Lord Danby spoke truly 
«rhen he said, "If Sara would not listen ' she *heard.'" He 
ook advantage of Sara's young maidenly ignorance. 
Jhe^did not know her own feelings were written in her 
ountenance, present in the sound of her voice, and ex- 
ressed in her eyes. He could read the book she in her 
nsophistication thought closed to every one. He knew 
•ara returned the love he had proffered to her, though 
le so steadily refused to listen to his words. 
The real facts, as far as concern Lady Gwendoline, 
ere these: that soon after the arrival of the party at the 
ark, news came that she had taken cold. Originally Lord 
•anby had spoken of this temporary and very slight indis- 
)8itiou, with his customary wish to mystify and mislead, 
a serious illness on the part of Gwen that would soon set 
m free. Few took much notice of these remarks at the 
ne. But when afterwards it suited Lord Danby's purpose 
propose to this lady, and make love to that, for his own 
Ifish amusement, he further improved upon his original 
Isehood, and represented the Lady Gwendoline as in the 
Jt stage of a consumption, and that he was hourly ex- 
cting a " gram " of her death. 

Now of Brenda Cheetham. As it afterwards appeared 
herself, she had ruined her own position by exercising 
much of her own will. She had lost the friendship 
i countenance of Lady Irene, caused much unhappi- 
ss at the Rectory, where she had been severely repri- 
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manded by her own father, been the laughing-stock of 

the county of Z for bringing herself forward as 

Lord Danby's future bride, and been the cause of the 
breach between the Earl and her father. If she had 
been less headstrong, less selfish, more deferential to Lord 
Danby's wishes, and more dutiful to her father, she had 
avoided all this. Yet with all this experience, suffering 
as she did from her former errors, so great was her . in- 
fatuation, her disobedience, and her resolution to con- 
quer all obstacles, that she still met Lord Danby clan- 
destinely. 

When Irene asked her brother " why he still danced 
attendance on the black-browed Brenda ?" he replied, it 
was droll to watch a woman in a fix, and it diverted him, 
above all things, still to mystify Brenda." And Brenda, 
because he still met her in the Park, or elsewhere, still be- 
lieved in his love. 

Before Lord Danby left Prellsthorpe for London, on 
his approaching marriage with Lady Gwendoline St. Vin- 
cent, he had a long conversation with Brenda, in which 
he told her that he must of necessity go to town, and that 
while he was in town he would take the opportunity 
of purchasing a special licence. He further stated that 
the time of his stay in town was uncertain, but that if, 
on his return to the Park, she would meet him under 
those very trees, and if she then wished to marry him, he 
would marry her. 

" But," added he, "I do not for one moment intend to 
conceal from you, Brenda, that I no longer love you as 
when you first. plighted your faith. I trusted you then; 
you promised me most solemnly to keep the secret of our 
engagement from your father, your mother, from your 
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learest friend — Qrel was your friend then, Brenda — from 
ill in the worid excepting only Irene. Now, I ask you — 
low have you kept that jM'omise ?" • 

" You know, D., it was your own persevering atten- 
ions to Sara Thorn that aroused my feelings to madness." 

" Did I promise you not to amuse myself with any 
)retty young woman who crossed my path. You know 
t is my habit to do so. And Sara Thorn is more than 
)retty — she is exquisitely lovely, lovely in form and 
eature. Well, Brenda !" 

" I tell you it maddened me." 

" I tell you I despise you for the act of becoming mad- 
lened. A pretty wife you will make, with a temper so 
mcontrolled and jealous I" 

"But you mean to marry me, D., and then I shall be 
uiet." 

" You mean to marry me, it seems !" 

" Why, even now you have told me, if T will meet 
ou under these very trees on your return, that with * a 
3ecial license ' you will take me away and marry me I" 

Lord Danby indulged in a hearty laugh, and then said, 

" I did not. I did not say any such thing. You per- 
BTt the meaning of my own words, and then afterwards 
lame me for your misconceptions." 

Brenda was very angry ; but she restrained the expres- 
tm of it in some degree, as she said, 

" I am sure you said you would get ^ a special license ' 

town." So he did ; but the license was intended for 
B marriage with the Lady Gwendoline St. Vincent. 
Do you mean to unsay your own words?" added 
renda, anxiously. 

Lord Danby shook his head deprecatingly as he said, 
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" I do not mean to deny my own words, Brenda — I am 
truthful, though, as I have said, people sometimes miss 
the correct inference to be drawn from my words. It is 
my intention to purchase ^ a special license ' in town. 
And it is still my intention to give you another chance, 
Brenda, and, as I have said, ^ meet you under these very 
trees,' and, if you still wish, marry you." 

" But why do you think I should not wish to marry 
you on your return r 

" I did not say any such thing ; on the contrary, I 
think you do wish to marry^'me. But before I explain 
my meaning further, let me tell yoi^, Brenda, you do not 
deserve that I should fulfil my original engagement with 
you — because you have broken every promise you made 
at that time, and virtually — set me free !" Lord Danby 
drew himself up, and spread out his hands, and paced 
backwards and forwards under the trees where Brenda 
stood silent and listening, as he continued, " I feel my- 
self perfectly free ; free to marry whomsoever I please — 
Sara Thorn if I like, and she is a lovely young woman, 
and never out of temper, while your tempers are the very 
bane of my meetings with you I" Brenda had had to 
exercise much self-restraint during Lord Danby's boast 
of his freedom ; but his hint of a marriage with Sara 
Thorn was almost too much for her. Brenda, however, 
stood her ground, and remained silent. " Now, you ask 
me why I say I will marry you on my return, if you still 
wish it! One like yourself, Brenda, who, during these 
few months of intimacy has in every instance compelled 
me to do the very opposite of my own will ! Such a one 
may, at the last moment, even refuse to marry me T* 
Brenda would have spoken, but Lord Danby would not 
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permit her. " It was you who bore down all before you, 
ind insisted on my speaking to your father ! Allow me 
o say, I was not blind to your mean suspicion of my 
^'ant of faith; nor to your own craft, in apparently 
binding me to yourself, by compelling me to ask your 
land from your father I No, Brenda ! I was not blind 
o your arts, and, as you know, though I acted by your 
mh, I stated to you at the time it was against my own I 
despised you — but I humoured your caprice I — as men 
o sometimes. Well— even this does not content you — 
ou do not even then feel yourself safe — for, in another 
lean fit of jealousy and mistrust, even you yourself 
:umpet forth your own engagement with me to the 
^untyl Again could I do other than condemn you? 
'ou have brought all your miseries, as you are pleased to 
dl them, on yourself ! You — you, Brenda, tried to at- 
•act my notice when I was flirting with Grel I And I 
m not the man to turn away from speaking — sparkling 
ires, that so plainly express their admiration of me I I 
id not turn away from you, Brenda ; but I did ask you 
' conceal our betrothal. I have done my part — you 
ive broken faith !" 

" Indeed, I concealed our betrothal until I was almost 
ad!" 

" That again is your own concern, Brenda ; you should 
py me — take things quietly I And then, as I was 
»ing to say, a young woman " — Brenda hated to be 
lied a " young woman," and Lord Danby knew this — 
¥ho, like yourself, has steadily persisted in crossing my 
11 all through our engagement, may even in the end, 
d in spite of the * special license,' refuse to marry me ! 
•who shall say ?" 
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And Lord Danby ceased his walk, and stopped and 
stared at Brenda I 

" I shall not do that," said she, in a happy tone of 
voice. " I shall be only too glad if you will at last keep 
your word !" 

"At last I — last, do you say? Why, pray how long 
have we been engaged ? — not three months ! You must 
be in a deuce of a hurry to get married, if you think I 
have been long ere I asked you to fix the day I How- 
ever, good-bye — whatever happens, Brenda, remember 
you have only yourself to blame ; you ought to exoner- 
ate me entirely from being the cause of your grief, be- 
cause you have never acted by my advice. Good-bye." 

Brenda Cheetham, as she walked home, did inwardly 
acknowledge she had brought all her troubles on herself. 
She was vexed that she had been so wilful ; she even 
acknowledged the truth of all Lord Danby had said. It 
is true, she did not know Lord Danby was going to town 
to marry Lady Gwendoline ; but even this she in some 
measure owed to her own unbelief. 

Lord Prellsthorpe had distinctly explained to Mr. 
Cheetham the fact that this marriage was about to take 
place. Brenda had refused to credit this assertion. She 
remembered that both Lady Irene and Lord Danby had 
made no secret of his entanglement with this poor sick 
lady — whose illness might terminate fatally at any mo- 
ment ! No — she had no fear of Lady Gwendoline step- 
ping in between her and Lord Danby. Lord Prellsthorpe 
had advanced this argument to convince her father that 
Lord Danby could not marry her I But she, Brenda, 
knew better ; she felt herself much better informed on 
the subject than either the Rector or the Earl ! 
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Wrong-feeaded through everjrthing, and wrong-heart- 
ed to boot, Brenda Cheetham deceived herself daily. 
$he daily walked in a vision of her own creating ; she 
>nly believed what it pleased herself to credit ! 

"Maidenhood," so wilful and self-deceiving, in the 
jnd pays a heavy penalty. And though Lord Danby 
lad never for one moment contemplated marriage with 
irenda — her own disobedience to his wishes, as well as 
J her father's, who had so strongly opposed the en- 
agement in the first instance, gave him the opportunity 
f exonerating himself, and of proving to her that 
irough her own wilfulness she had lost all ! 

Brenda, even though so forewarned by Lord Danby, 
id not yet think "all was lost." She relied on his 
remise " to buy a special license," and she privately 
^termined she would not refuse to marry him I 



CHAPTER V. 

rHE GOOD OR ILL HAP OF A GOOD OR ILL LIFE, IS THE GOOD 
OR ILL CHOICE OF A GOOD OR ILL WIFE." 

T Heraldstowe, ten days elapsed before Miss Barry- 
L more had any tidings from Mr. Maynooth, and 
m they were more consolatory than could possibly have 
en expected. After the first letter, telegrams came 
rtty regularly every day; and Miss Barrymore's 
riety was very considerably relieved. The particulars 
Almeric's recovery and return home will be given in 
3 course, at present we must chronicle the events at 
sraldstowe. 
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Miss Maynooth if she would honour him with her com- 
pany in his drive I How this had been managed Miss 
Barrymore did not know, but she felt inwardly conscious 
that " something unusual " would happen. 

"And if this ^something unusual' should happen^ 
she could not the least foresee what she should do or 
say!" 

One thing we must record — that though Miss Barry- 
more greatly dreaded this tete-k-tete with Mr. Hamil- 
ton, she never once thought of applying to " The Three 
Jolly Dogs " to rescue her from her present alarming 
position. 

And once again Miss Barrymore, leaning on the arm 
of Mr. Hamilton, strolled through the green park 
of Heraldstowe, on and on to the very top of the 
cedar knoll. It is already chronicled that on a former 
occasion Mr. Hamilton drew from his charming com- 
panion " the history of the house of Barrymore " — that 
he made her at home in her own haunts, and wiled 
away her grief. On this occasion tradition says " that 
all the talk was on the other side," and that Mr. Hamil- 
ton's conversation was very pleasurable to Miss Barry- 
more ; but we have no authority to state that be, in re- 
turn for her former courtesy to him, entertained her 
with "the history of the house of Hamilton." " Some- 
thing unusual " certainly did happen, and, upon reflec- 
tion afterwards, Miss Barrymore found that she had not 
said or done anything in reply to this "something 
unusual ;" only she recollected that somehow or other it 
happened that Mr. Hamilton had taken her hand, and 
that he did not resign it — he carried it to his lips ! 

On the next day "something unusual" again hap- 
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pened. Mr. Hamilton, instead of being shown in to 
Miss Barry more, was closeted with Sir Hildebrand for 
Full twenty minutes. 

At dinner all was " as usual " and no one seemed to 
jxpect anything out of the ordinary course of events. 
3ut when dinner was over, and the attendants preparing 
o leave the room, Sir Hildebrand said, 

" Palmer, ^ a bumper of Burgundy fill, fill for me !' " 
ind Miss Maynooth wondered what could be the. matter. 
^Fill Miss Maynooth's glass, and Miss Barrymore's," 
aid Sir Hildebrand, 

Miss Barrymore looked very conscious, and Miss 
laynooth marvelled more than ever what could be 
oming next ! 

" To my future son-in-law, Mr. Hamilton of Prells- 
lorpe Abbey," said Sir Hildebrand, and he drained off 
is glass, and then turning to Palmer, gave orders for a 
roper supply of wine amongst the domestics, to drink 
[r. Hamilton's health. 

Palmer left the room to carry the newS to the house- 
seper^s room, but Miss Maynooth sat with her wine 
ill untasted as she said, 

« Mr. Hamilton!" 

" Mr. Hamilton," said Sir Hildebrand with a courtly 
►w. "A noble gentleman — a most excellent and 
3St learned gentleman ; the prince — I may say the 

ag of the county of Z . Drink your wine." 

But all that Miss Maynooth did was still to iterate, 
"Mr. Hamilton!" 

It would seem that even Miss Barrymore herself had 
t been more astonished at Mr. Hamilton's proposals 
ui Miss Maynooth by this news. Sir Hildebrand 
VOL. III. F 
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talked of nothing else, and he had been made, by that 
twenty minutes' conversation with Mr. Hamilton, the. 
happiest of the happy. 

This was more than could be said of Miss Barrymore. 
She had not anticipated that Sir Hildebrand would so 
immediately make her engagement with Mr. Hamilton 
public. She had not foreseen that, now that he had 
actually proposed to herself and been accepted by her, 
this betrothal would be announced to the county I 

The feeling of reserve that clings to " Maidenhood ^ 
in an early or first attachment^ was unpleasantly 
meddled with by this unwonted hilarity on the part of 
Sir Hildebrand, and after getting through the remainder 
of the evening as best she could. Miss Barrymore retired 
to her dressing-room, jaded in spirits, and almost unable 
to understand her present position. She was not even 
then allowed to seek the rest she so much needed, for 
Miss Maynooth tapped at her door, and eventually 
entered, and seated herself cosily for a little chat, 
because, as she said. 

My dear, darling Zara, I am quite in the dark." 

" And so am I, Yolande," said Zara, whose thouglita 
were still struggling with her dismay, in the fact that 

she would soon be made known to the county of Z 

as the future wife of Mr. Hamilton. 

You must understand something, dear; but, as 1 have 
told you, / am quite in the dark," said Yolande, who felt 
extremely curious to know the " ins and outs " of this 
unexpected betrothal. 

<^And so am I, Yolande," said Miss Barrymore, 
putting her hand to her brow. 

" What, you in the dark ! — why, you are the princi- 
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ysl person concerned; you must know something has 
lappened ?" 

" Oh I yes, dear, I remember now — something has 
lappened — something unusual." 

"Ah! then, tell me all about it," said Yolande, 
eeling sure that now she should clear up the mystery. 

" About what, dear I" said Miss Barrymore, quietly. 

" Why, about what has happened." 

" TeU you, dear I" said Miss Barrymore, in a tone of 
stonishment — " why, I do not know myself." 

Now Miss Barrymore meant she did not know what 
Ir. Hamilton had said to Sir Hildebrand, nor what Sir 

[ildebrand had said to the county of Z ; these 

'ere the two subjects that troubled Miss Barrymore on 
lis occasion. But Miss Maynooth wanted to know 
hat Mr. Hamilton had said to Miss Barrymore, and 
hat Miss Barrymore had replied. A very pardonable 
iriosity on the part of a young lady who is not herself 
betrothed." 

" Not know, Zara !" said Yolande, naturally feeling a 
•Hie hurt — " then why does Sir Hildebrand make such 
fuss?" * 

Because, of course, Mr. Hamilton told him." 

Mr. Hamilton I — told him what, dear I" 
" I do not know — was not present." 
^ Oh 1 nonsense, Zara — ^you must know !" said 
edande, a little positively, as she suspected her friend 
wishing to conceal the facts of the case from herself. 
^ Indeed I do not," said Miss Barrymore, becoming 
ure earnest in her denial the more she was questioned 
' Miss Maynooth. "Mr. Hamilton saw grandpapa 
lite alone, and told him just as much as he thought 

f2 
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right, I suppose. But of course, dear Yolande, I had 
nothing to do with it. He did not tell me what he 
should say — indeed, lie did not tell me that he should 
speak to papa." 

" Humph ! — men are strange creatures," said Miss 
Maynooth, in self-willed tones, as she recalled her 
Aunt Nuala's letter on the subject of " Madness," and 
of the madness of males in particular. 

" Are they, dear ?" said Miss Barrymore, wearily, 
"Why, you know they are, Zara. And this Mr. 
Hamilton — is not he a wonderfully * strange crea- 
ture f" 

" Mr. Hamilton ! — oh ! dear, no, Yolande ; you are 
quite wrong there. Mr. Hamilton is marvellously good, 

and just, and true, and I mean he once said some 

things to me that 1 quite appreciate." 

" Yes, dear," said Yolande, drawing her chair closer 
to Miss Barrymore, and going more cautiously to work ; 
" then I suppose you were very happy in your walk 
with him yesterday ?" 

This was a probing query, Miss Maynooth thought, 
but Zara replied simply, ^ 
When it was over, yes." 

" Zara I" said Yolande, losing patience, and fearing 
that she should not, with all her skill, be able "to 
abstract the nut from the kernel " — " what are you 
saying? Did you not enjoy your walk with Mr. 
Hamilton?" 

" Why, at first— I can hardly tell whether it could be 
called enjoyment ; but then, Yolande, when it was all 
over, I was greatly relieved." 

« Relieved of what?" 
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''I do not know." 

" Then what was your burden 1" 

" I do not know." 

" What, then, made your happiness, Zara !" 

*^ I do not know — relief, I suppose." 

" Relief I — what are you saying? — why, you talk like 
a poor creature receiving parish pay," said Yolande, 
now losing all patience, and almost inclined to go to bed 
ignorant of all she wished to know. 

" Do I ?" said Miss Barrymore, simply — " poor crea- 
tures, if their ^ parish pay,' as you call it, makes them 
'eel as happy as I did when it was all over, I would 
ipend more than half my fortune in giving ^ parish pay ' 
» young women for the rest of my life." 

Now, Miss Maynooth — in conversation with her prac- 
ical brother Raymond, who always attended the Board 
>f Guardians, and who understood parish matters — trip- 
ling about the village of Thorney-Dyke, knew what 
vas meant by "outdoor" relief and "parish" pay. 
diss Barrymore, living at Heraldstowe, knew nothing 
hout "Boards of Guardians," "parish pay," or " re- 
ief," as applied to the poor ; for Sir Hildebrand had re- 
igned all active duty for many years, and Almeric was 
30 much occupied with his studies. 

" But, Zara, dear, this is all nonsense. Your agree- 
ble chat with Mr. Hamilton, and * parish pay ' for a 
oor woman, must be two very distinct things." 

" I can understand that even now, Yolande, though 
gr head is in such a whirl, and my heart beats so 
mdly, it would awake grandpapa if he slept in this 
ing. And yet, I can assure you, Yolande, I do not 
poYf what has been said, nor what has been done." 
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" You certainly said ^something unusual* had hap- 
pened," said Yolande, in a tone of reproach. 

" Oh ! yes ; I felt beforehand — I mean, before I set 
off for a walk with Mr. Hamilton, I felt that ^something 
unusual ' would happen, and it did. I was quite right in 
my conjecture." 

" Yes, dear Zara ; and what was it that happened ?" 

" I do not know." 

" Oh ! indeed, Zara, that will not do. Do you not 
know what Mr. Hamilton said to you 1" 

" No, Yolande, I do not ; I only heard his voice." 

" Heard his voice 1 Well, what then ?" 

" Why, I felt quite overpowered, dear." 

" With his voice, Zara, darling ?" 

" With something — that ^ something unusual/ I sup- 
pose." 

" And when you felt overpowered, what then ?" 

"Why, I remembered afterwards, that accidentally, 
I rather mean unintentionally, I leaned heavily on his 
arm." 

" Yes, dear darling, * leaned heavily,* and so he — was 
he very brusque ? Did he send you off ?" 
" Oh 1 dear, no. He took my hand." 
"Took your hand !" 

" Yes, dear. I was not thinking about it — that is, my 
hand, or— or indeed anything. And so, he took it, and 
I suppose kept it." 

"Kept it, Zara?" 

" Yes, because you see, dear Yolande, I did not even 

know at the time that he had taken it, and then 

" Yes, ^ and then '—do go on, Zara." 

" I could not help it, Yolande," said Miss Barrymore, 
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half apologetically, "but — he carried.it to his lips." 

" And kissed it ?" said Yolande, happy that she was at 
length rewarded for her perseverance ; " yes, dear, I see 
now, and of coarse know all about it. You could not 
help it, dear Zara." 

" I never was in sacfa a position in my whole life, 
Yolande, and then — with Mr. Hamilton, of all people in 
the world !" 

" Yes, Zara, as you say, with Mr. Hamilton. But it 
seems to me you cannot ^" 

Miss Maynooth stopped ; she felt she must not tread 
on slippery ground, if she could help it. 

" I ^ cannot,' did you say, Yolande t Cannot what t" 
said Miss Barrymore, becoming in her turn the questioner. 

And then Miss Maynooth screwed up her courage and 
Out with the truth — 

" You cannot love Mr. Hamilton." 

" Not love him, Yolande ! What are you saying t 
He is the noblest gentleman in Europe. He has the 
finest heart in the world. He poured out his love for 
ne in such 1 wealth of words, while I, Yolande, was 
iamb, through the very nature of his eloquence. I 
sould not raise my eyes ; I could not speak, and yet, as 
[ afterwards found, my silence was eloquent to him, for 
t expressed my most inward thoughts. And only when 
-K)h 1 Yolande, what have I been saying? But yet I 
vill say this much in your presence, God make me 
ible to be to Mr. Hamilton such as he — ^has proffered 
kimself to me. Good night, dear Yolande, I am afraid 
' have tired you." 

And Miss Barrymore eventually slept, in spite of all 
he extraordinary occurrences of the day. 
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CHAPTER VL 

" MANY A TRUE WORD SPOKEN IN JEST." 

" OEN, listen to me," said Lord Danby. " I saw the 

xL Hamiltous to-day in state carriage and state 
liveries — I saw them drive in at the entrance-gate of 
Heraldstowe." 

" Impossible, D. !" said Irene, in a tone of inquietude^ 
and clasping her hands together. 

Miss Thorn might be excused if she did not sympa- 
thize with Lady Irene's mortification. She certainly 
did not attach any particular importance to the appear- 
ance of " state equipages." 

The gentry in the county of Z to this day com- 
monly drive four horses — old-fashioned pomp has not 
yet departed. On all state occasions, such as races, 
assizes, announcements of marriage — in which, as a 
matter of course, the family of the bridegroom call upon 
the bride ; or when the bride, with her relatives, return 
this call upon the heads of the house of the bridegroom ; 
or on other occasions of public ceremony, the gentry in 
the county of Z still retain and use " state equi- 
pages, state liveries," and, amongst the nobility, " out- 
riders." The Hamiltous, though not titled, were of 
the leading gentry, and had always appeared in pub- 
lic with as much state as some dukes. Sir Hilde- 
brand Barry-Barrymore on all state occasions had his 
" state equipage drawn by six horses, state liveries," and 
" twelve out-riders." The grandest nobleman in the 
county, the Duke of Sunnymoor, had no more. He 
had not a greater crush of footmen standing behind his 
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carriage, with silver-headed staves in their hands, and 
enormous bouquets in their coats. His coachman was 
not larger, nor stouter, nor had he a handsomer cocked 
hat of the exact shape and quality, and certainly not a 
larger bouquet than Sir Hildebrand Barry-Barrymore's 
3oachman had. And having recorded the fact of this 
3ld-fashioned pomp being still in excellent preservation 

in the county of , we proceed with our chronicle. 

" Do you think there is a betrothal !" said Irene. 
"At least, with all that ^ state,' Hamilton must be 
engaged to the Barrymore. Now what do you think of 
:hat, my queen ?" said Lord Danby. 

" Mr. Hamilton engaged to Miss Barrymore ! — ^im- 
K)ssible I " said Miss Thorn. 
" And why so very * impossible,' my queen ?" 
" Because, from my own observations, I should have 
bought Mr. Hamilton preferred Irene." 

"Ah! but queens are sometimes mistaken. You 
Be, this must be the family of the bridegroom calling 
.pon the bride." 

" They did not feed Juno so cosily for nothing," said 
iora. 

" That ought to have opened your eyes to the future, 
ien." 

" At all events, this affiance opens our eyes to the 
let that there will be a bridal," said Lady Irene. 

"You mean, Ren, bridals follow betrothals? Not 
ways, Ren — not always. Queen York, do they? I 
n, as you know, at this moment pledged to the Lady 
wendoline St. Vincent ; it does not follow I shall 
8rr7her,doesit,myqaeenr 

To do Sara Thorn but the simplest justice, she 
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never could bear to hear the Lady Gwendoline spoken of 
but with the j^reatest possible reverence. She, in com- 
mon with the neighbourhood generally, had understood 
Lady Gwendoline was near death. 

Hush, hush I" said Sara in low sweet tones, as a 
spasm of pain crossed her beautiful face. " Few things 
wound my feelings more than the hearing you speak of 
the poor sick lady in so heartless a way." 

" Ah ! you have a kind heart, my queen, and I honour 
you for it. Nevertheless, bridals do not always follow 
betrothals." 

"Have you told Sara why we go to town?" said 
Irene in sharp tones. She could not — while feeling so 
petulant herself in the conviction that Mr. Hamilton 
was lost to her— she could not endure to witness Sara 
Thorn's happiness under Lord Danb/s too evident ad- 
miration. She was vexed that Sara should still smile 
while she herself felt dethroned. This was the more 
unworthy of Irene, because she knew that Sara Thorn's 
bitter humiliation would come soon enough 1 

" No, Een," replied Lord Danby ; " I thought you 
had told her long ago." 

" Are you also going to town f " said Sara to Irene. 

*^ Yes ; we go to the wedding of one of the daughters 
of the Duke of A ." 

"Do you mean one of the Lady Gwendoline's 
sisters I" said Sara in amazement ; for she knew Lady 
Gwendoline was a daughter of the Dake of A 

" Now, Queen York, allow me to put a case. Suppose 
we are going to Gwen's wedding ?" 

" You should not jest on so serious a subject," said 
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" Perhaps the thought of a wedding may be beneficial 
to her, joking apart," said Irene. 

Of her sister^s wedding?" said Sara simply. 

" Well, they do tell me she is looking up, and so she 
might even think about her own, who shall say I" said 
Lord Danby nonchalantly. 

• " But if she is, as you say, so very ill, she ought to be 
thinking of something else," said Sara in a serious tone. 

" A woman is never too ill to think of a wedding, 
and especially of her own. Now confess. Queen York, 
you do sometimes anticipate in your thoughts the 
pageantry of that happy day that must overtake you, in 
spite of fate ?" 

Sara blushed as she turned away her head, but re- 
mained silent. 

"And Gwen does the same," resumed Lord Danby. 
** At least it is my belief she thinks a good deal even of 
her own wedding-day. Strange, is it not !" 

"Grel and I, and Christabel and Olga, are to be 
bridesmaids," said Irene. 

And Ren wanted to take you, Queen York, instead 
If Grel." 

Sara raised her eyes from her work with a look of 
Inquiry. 

" No, Sara, dear, do not be misled," said Lady Irene ; 
fl could not take you, because you are an entire 
ger to the family. But it is true I said to D., ^ I 
I could take Sara instead of Grel and so I do 
much." 

j "Thanks, dear Irene," said Sara with a gratified smile. 
! If she could have taken you, I should have pre- 
jnted you going, I should indeed, my queen. You see 
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Gwen might be jealous, and then she might try to live 
on purpose to spite you. 

Sara put up her hands deprecatingly, as she said, 

" Either speak reverently of the Lady Gwendoline, 
or do not speak at all. You should have great com- 
passion for those who are ill, and also wha^are so near 
death, as you have taught me to think this lady is." 

" Gwendoline has had much better health for several 
weeks," said Irene. 

Lord Danby turned aside and yawned, and Sara 
again raised her eyes from her work inquiringly. 

It is true, Sara, dear, and you ought to be told/* 
said Irene in a sympathizing tone. 

"Poor Queen York! — shall you fret!" said Lord 
Danby, seizing her hand and conveying it to his lips. 
" Shall you fret, I ask?" 

" I do not know what you mean," said she, an in- 
cipient fear for the first time creeping over her. 

" Why, there is an idea that as Gwen is so much re- 
covered, she may seize hold of me when I get to town, 
and so ask me to — in short, ask me to marry her." 

The fact of a "lady" laying hold of him was. so 
repugnant to Sara's ideas of propriety, that she felt dis- 
composed by the very thought. 

" You pain me again," said she as she withdrew her 
hand. " I know no reason that could justify you in a 
refusal to marry a lady to whom you are still engaged !" 
Unconsciously she spoke with a newly-born haughtiness; 
the incipient fear still clung to her. 

" Sensible, by Jove 1 Queen York, I will kiss your 
hand," for Sara had hitherto prevented a re-capture of it. 

" They say she has outgrown her malady," said Irene. 
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Sara's eyes dilated to an extraordinary size from her 
ixtreme surprise, and Lord Danby gently stole his arm 
ound her waist as he whispered, 

" And you believe her I" 

Sara withdrew herself from him, and he said aloud, 

" Ah ! you have pictured her in bed dying, and now 
rou picture her polking! You have a fine imagina- 
ion, Queen York, and if you choose to allow it to 
yrannise over you, it is not my fault." 

" Then you mean to tell me that the Lady Gwendo- 
ine is not ill now ?" said Sara in an unsteady voice. 

" You say that, not I," said he rather proudly, for he 
md Irene had agreed beforehand that the fact of his 
aarriage with the Lady Gwendoline should not be 
aade known to Sara until after they had taken their 
leparture for town. Lord Danby spoke disdainfully to 
5ara, to imply to her that her suspicion wounded him. 
foung maidens have tender hearts, and no experience 
f treachery ; they are, therefore, generally unsuspicious, 
nd always ready to credit a gentleman's word. 

" How can you make D. so uncomfortable, Sara ?" 
aid Irene. 

Sara felt in an instant that the fault had been all her 
wn ; she was ashamed of so mean a suspicion — the 
ffspring of that incipient fear that had been making an 
tlack upon her heart. She remained silent in her 
onscious humility. 

**My queen," and Lord Danby once more seated 
imself by her side, " if you are unhappy, remember 
(m have brought it upon yourself. You have hitherto 
Ben so free from jealousy; now I could not blame 
Iwen if she were jealous of you, and so I would not on 
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any account have you of the party in Belgrave Square. 
Ken says, ^it is sfiid Gwen has grown out of her 
malady ' — I myself know her to be in much the same 
health as when I left London last." 

Sara was satisfied with this explanation. She knew 
Lord Danby had been in town only a week or two ago, 
but she did not know that Lord Danby said Gwen's 
h^lth was much the same, because he knew she had 
never been ill. 

" I daresay," resumed Lord Danby, " she is a good 
deal excited by this wedding in the family — women 
always are, and, naturally enough, may even appear to 
be more convalescent than she is ; but for my part, I 
have full faith that there is no serious change in hec 
either wayl" 

What is the bride's Christian name?" said Sara. 
^ Lydia," said Lord Danby. 

He concealed that she had three names — Gwendoline,. 
Maude, Lydia. 

'^And Christabel, and Olga, and Grel, and I for 
bridesmaids," said Irene, laughing. 

" And who is the bridegroom ?" §aid Sara. 

" Some fool of a man," said Lord Danby ; but I will 
send you all particulars, wed ■" 

*^ No, no," said Sara, interrupting. 

"Ahl you are right, my queen — not I, but Ren 
shall send you all particulars ; not wedding cake — ^it is 
vulgar. But on my return I will bring you something." 

" Hush !" said Sara again ; you know I will not 
accept gifts. Gome back soon — that will be best of all, 
Irene — will it not ?" 

Irene smiled, and nodded, and Lord Danby said ; 
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" Ah ! my qaeen^ if a man were but master of his 
>wn actions, do you think he would go to a hum-drum 
veddingt You see a wedding is always hum-drum to 
L man, except his own ; perhaps he has a little vested 
ight in that, that may make it interesting — cannot 
ay — leave the point for more experienced scholars, 
^t now, if it should happen that I cannot return here 
is early as you, my beautiful queen, expect or hope — ^if, 
IS I have said, this trouble should come upon you, then 
emember my positive injunction — do not fret. I shall 
lot admire you on my return if you have dimmed your 
ovely eyes with weeping, or if your naturally amiable 
emper shall be changed to a peevish one. Sxtraordi* 
lary things do happen sometimes. I may be detained 
n town — this will disappoint you; I may go oflf to 
Scotland — who shall say not? — this may cause you 
nxiety ; but for your own sake — ^jrou will not let me 
gsk you for my sake — but for your own, then, encourage 
. brave heart and a smiling face — will you, my queen!" 

Sara smiled and blushed. 

^'You can but break your 'heart if I marry G wen. 
?oor Gwen ! — she would be very glad to have me, I do 
lot doubt ; and, as I have said, you can but break your 
leart in case of that event happening; but I do not 
dvise it. I advise you, even in circumstances so 
inaccountable, and so little to be foreseen as my 
larriage with Gwen, and then going off to pepper the 
jTotuse, even in so extreme a case, still keep a brave 
eart and a smiling face. And ^" 

Irene arose and left the room, and Sara wished most 
eartily Lord Danby would be a little more chary of 
be use of Lady Gwendoline's name^ though she knew 



80 



MAIDIINHOOD. 



it was " only his way," and that it would be useless to 
attempt to turn him^ if he chose to amuse himself with 
such nonsense. 

" And where was I ? — oh I I remember. If it should 
come off — I mean my marriage with Gwen — and we 
should go off to Scotland, and I * wing^ the birds, on my 
return I will be to you, my queen, all you can desire. 
You shall never have to say I turned my back upon you 
in your trouble, and enjoyed my own wedding enor- 
mously. I would befriend you in every way; you 
deserve, it — undeY all circumstances you have behaved 
well. Take my advice, in spite of the sad decrees of 
fate— take my advice, and behave well to the end of the 
chapter. You have conquered me — I am your devoted 
slave for life." 

It is true that, to a certain degree, Sara Thorn was 
mystified. Lord Danby had said all this in his custom- 
ary careless and rhodomontade manner, and Sara had 
no data to suppose it meant more than usual. It waa 
his ordinary style of conversation. It is also true that 
she had now another — ^juSt a little misgiving — about the 
Lady Gwendoline — ^her real illness and probable 
recovery — ^but she crushed it down with a strong hand. 
Sara Thorn had great faith in her own charms, and 
she had quite a right to this faith, for she always had 
admirers wherever she went. Then again, in her 
absence of knowledge of the world, she did not know 
that a man would deliberately engage himself to one 
lady, and then, in a far-off county, make love to, declare 
bis love, and affiance himself to another. 

Sara had escaped this last snare, through her kind 
heart and compassionate pity for the sick lady to whom 
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Lord Danby was still bound by ties of honour, and also 
by her own right principle of action, which would not 
lend an ear to any engagement that could not first be 
sanctioned by her father. But she had had no experi- 
ence of treachery ; she knew not in her own life, so to 
speak, the meaning of the word. Sara had no mother 
living. If Lord Danby, in his rambling conversations 
with her, did occasionally touch a tender chord, and 
give a painful shock to her nerves, in the next minute 
he reassured her — made her think that she, and she 
3nly, occupied his thoughts, and that he was only 
amusing himself by " putting a case " which had no 
reality, and, moreover, which was never likely to 
bappen. 

And so Sara lived on to the latest minute of her re- 
lidence at Prellsthorpe Park, trusting in the integrity of 
;he man who, as soon as the carriage in which she was 
»ated drove from the door, said to his sister, 

" Now you see, Ren, I have been perfectly honest with 
)ueen York, and if she should fret and destroy her 
leauty — it will be her own fault." 

Your easy nonchalance on these matters alarms me, 
said the Lady Irene ; " Sara Thorn has now no 
Bore idea that you are going to town for the very pur- 
lose of marrying Gwendoline, than you have of marry- 
ng Sara." 

"We agreed upon this from the first. Ken, that 
^een York should not know until after our departure !" 
■ **True — but I hardly expected we should be able to 
■Try out the plan." 

: When Gwen and I come here to keep Christmas, will 
i the hardest pull upon Queen York. Will it not ?" 
TOL. III. G 
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With a better appreciation of Sara Thorn than Lord 
Danby, Lady Irene replied, "Sara Thorn has more 
strength of character than you are aware of. She may 
even make Christmas intolerable to you." 

" Pshaw ! Ren, I will support Queen York in any 
waywardness in which she may take a fancy, and then 
we shall reign together." 

" And what will Gwendoline say 1" 

"Whatever she pleases. I shall not interfere with 
Gwen and her doings, if she will let me alone. If she 
interests herself in me and my Queens— York or other- 
wise — Gwen will get the worst of it." 

CHAPTER VIL 

NO WISDOM LIKE SILENCE." 

DR. QUINN had also received telegrams from Mr. 
Maynooth, and was thus made aware of Almeric's 
convalescence as soon as Miss Barrymore herself. But 
Dr. Quinn, with his customary caution, waited for an- 
other, and yet one more account from Mr. Maynooth, 
before he satisfied himself that there would be no pro- 
bability of a relapse. 

Then Dr. Quinn called on Miss Barrymore. It was 
uncomfortable to her to receive him, and on the an- 
nouncement of his name she inwardly congratulated 
herself that Miss Maynooth was with her, so that all 
unpleasant conversation on the subject of Almeric, or of 
Dr. Quinn's unfortunate letter, might be avoided. She 
was mistaken. 
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Dr. Quinn sat some ten minutes retailing the on dita 
of the county, and Miss Barrymore felt hopeful, that his 
visit would go off quite comfortably, and without any 
vexation to herself, when suddenly Dr. Quinn rose, and 
— after taking leave of Miss Maynooth — turned to Miss 
Barrymore, and requested a few minutes' private conver- 
sation with her. 

Miss Barrymore could not refuse. Face to face, it 
would be hard to say which felt the most discomfort. 
Dr. Quinn was determined to draw from Miss Barry- 
more the account of " the ghosts" hinted at by Mr, May- 
nooth. And Miss Barrymore felt, as the conversation 
proceeded, that she was in the hands of one who would 
exact the whole truth — " the whole truth, and nothing but 
the truth," But Miss Barrymore would willingly have 
kept from everybody the facts at present known only to 
herself and Almeric ! 

I have learned that Mr. Barrymore had encountered 
these ghosts before I was called in," said Dr. Quinn, 

" I cannot tell," said Miss Barrymore, quietly. 

^^He was gloomy, capricious, changeful in temper, 
certainly not himself." 

Yes ; that was the reason of my wish for your advice." 

" Immediately after you had seen Mr. Barry more's 
room lighted up at night— if I remember rightly — ^you 
sent for me." 

"Yes." 

" Had you not, even at that time, some notion that 
these ghosts tormented him ?" 
" None." 

" My dear Miss Barrymore, you try to conceal from 
me facts that I ought to know." 

g2 
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Previously to this last accusation, Dr. Quinn had 
spoken in gentle tones, stooping forward with an anxious 
expression of countenance. But now he leaned back in 
his chair, raised his eyebrows simultaneously with his 
change of voice, and said, 

" Can you expect an artist of the highest order to paint 
you a fine picture in the dark ?" — after a little pause, he 
added, " and howsoever much any one may understand 
Pharmacy, believe me, he can only prescribe the right 
medicine by having made known to him the actual 
disease !" 

Miss Barrymore felt somewhat overpowered by Dr. 
Quinn's eloquence, and remained silent. 

'' Then you mean me to infer, that you think he was 
not troubled by these ghosts at that time 1" 

"I was unaware of anything of the kind." 

" But yet you thought him odd, and strange, and irrit- 
able T 

"All this I told you at the time." 
Dr. Quinn bowed, and after a short silence he resumed: 
"And yet, it appears, he has been disturbed by a 
something unusual — by something for which you have 
no solution ?" Miss Barrymore became a shade paler, 
but did not reply. " Will not you, as a personal friend, 
tell me what really occurred ? You see," added he, in 
still more persuasive tones, and drawing his chair nearer 
to her, " the subject is of vital importance. I want to 
make clear to you, how speedy might have been the cure 
if we had only known the root of the evil !" Miss Barry- 
more quite coincided with that opinion, but most ob- 
stinately remained silent. " Have you yourself seen any 
supernatural appearance I" 
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This was bringing the subject home; but after a 
slight pause, she answered in a decided tone, No." 

She remembered the " arm " of the Sieur Almeric ; 
but that was not supernatural. She recalled the colour- 
ed lights on the statues ; but there were many causes 
that produce such effects besides the supernatural, and 
in the absence of proof she decided in her own mind that 
they might not be ghostly. 

" And yet you said to Mr. Maynooth that Mr. Barry- 
more was ill before you saw the ghosts." 

" I never said to Raymond or to any one that I had 
seen ghosts," said she, now with some indignation of 
manner ; " I said Almeric was ill before he or I had had 
any cause for — for surprise." 

" Surprise !" said he, in a tone of contempt. " Well 
of course, if you will not oblige me by giving me a rea- 
sonable clue to this strange illness — for we were clearly 
wrong about the thief, — ^" 

" I cannot give you any clue. Dr. Quinn. You thought 
Almeric had taken up the notion that the coin had been 
stolen by some common thief, but indeed I have no key 
to any of his thoughts." 

Now Dr. Quinn remained silent; he courteously bowed 
his head, and inwardly hoped that Miss Barrymore would 
continue to give him her version of the affair ; for, 
as in our eagerness to tell something of consequence, we 
often say more than we intend, so he opined that she, in 
her anxiety to clear herself from all responsibility, might 
perhaps commit her more private opinions to his more 
practised mind. 

" He did not like to leave me alone, but Almeric al- 
ways denied the fact of being ill. Indeed, at the time 
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he went away he was extremely well in health, and only 
vexed that he was compelled to go." 

" Why should he care so much to leave home ?" 

" As I have said, he did not like to leave me alone." 

"I should have thought he would have been more 
anxious on account of Sir Hildebrand." 

"Yes, he was sorry to leave dear grandpapa, but 
he did not apprehend the same kind of visitation to him 
that might at any time return upon me." 

" Yes, these ghosts might return and plague you." 

Miss Barrymore was silent, but her change of coun- 
tenance betrayed to Dr. Quinn that she felt she had com- 
mitted herself. 

"It is not pleasant to have the companionship of 
ghosts, when one has no one to stand by and see fair 
play," said Dr. Quinn, laughing. 

Miss Barrymore did not attempt to turn aside Dr. 
Quinn's mirth. She coloured up to her very temples 
when she discovered that she had unintentionally be- 
trayed herself — given Dr. Quinn reason to suppose she 
and Almeric had seen something supernatural. She had 
spoken simply, and in her eagerness, as Dr. Quinn had 
foreseen, stated the truth. Almeric was sorry to leave 
her, but more especially at this time, when they feared 
that their wonderful ancestors were in an unsettled state. 
This, as was recorded of the house of Barrymore, did 
certainly occur now and then. Sometimes several 
generations passed, and the statues y^ere never known to 
be otherwise than quiet on their pedestals, and at other 
times they were restless and dissatisfied with everjrthing 
around them. Some generations of the Barrymores had 
never been free from noises and annoyances, caused by 



MAIDENHOOD. 



87 



the brawls of these mediaeval ancestors, or by their con- 
tinual interference in mundane affairs. 

It is true she and Almeric had laughed at these tales, 
and only on the one occasion when they had together 
seen the coloured lights on the marble statues, and that 
Almeric had afterwards found the Sieur Almeric dis- 
abled in the hall, had she her^lf had any inkling into the 
wonderful deeds of her very justly celebrated ancestors. 

But, again, Almeric and herself had always understood 
that these mediaeval old gentlemen objected to have their 
freaks talked about. That they liked to be let alone — 
that is to say, to be allowed to quarrel and fight with each 
other, if they pleased, and stroll about the park, or bathe 
in the lake without being interfered with. 

Upon this knowledge Almeric and Zara had acted, 
after their alarm on the occasion of Baron Almeric's 
accident. They had agreed together never to mention 
the extraordinary occurrences, for which they them- 
selves could give no solution. They also agreed to put in 
practice a certain receipt for the destruction of ghosts 
that Almeric had gathered in his childhood from a very 
learned book which accidentally fell into his hands. This 
lore was to the purport : " That any one who could face 
a ghost could outface him " — that is, stare him out of 
countenance, command him, in point of fact, to make 
way for a better man. It only required a brave heart 
and cool courage to do this. The Barrymores from 
generation to generation had all been " brave," had all 
been "courageous," — were they, then, to be held in 
check by ghosts I Certainly not. 

Almeric had himself acted up to tjiis chivalric mode of 
bringing ghosts into order, on the memorable occasion of 
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the before-mentioned " accident " to the Baron Almeric's 
arm ; and she herself had bravely faced the hall full of 
ghosts, on that most important evening when she had 
condescended to try to propitiate them and bring themi 
into good humour, and make them understand that they 
were of much more value to the world in general as 
" statues in armour/* than they could ever hope to be as 
the most horrible ghosts that ever walked the earth. 

Since then nothing unusual had happened. The 
tempers of the good old medisevals had calmed down ; the 
courage of their young descendant — the last lady of the 
house of Barry-Barrymore — had awakened all their old 
chivalric feelings, no doubt, and they remained quiet on 
their pedestals for her sake. 

Just as the fSte at Heraldstowe was drawing to a 
close, and the company in little knots in and out of the 
hall were admiring the barons and the moonlight, and 
the coloured rays here and there, just at this particular 
time the Lady Grel Stuart had incautiously called out 

that the statues were alive 1" And some one had pro- 
posed to invite them into the ball-room. Almeric pre- 
vented this, but it had at the time caused a slight confu- 
sion, for the Baron Anselmo had thrown down his trun- 
cheon ! However, Eaymond Maynooth had managed to 
hush that up, and all went on well. 

She and Almeric had watched many nights for the re- 
turn of the coloured lights on the marble statues on the 
lawn. At different intervals of time they had done this, 
but no coloured lights were ever seen, and the good old 
fellows in the hall had never again been seen disabled or 
overheard quarrelling. 

Miss Barrymore and Almeric had faith in their own 
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specific ; the ghosts, they felt sure, would be perfectly 
quiet if they were let alone. 

Miss Barrymore regretted much that in her conversa- 
tion with Raymond Maynooth she had inadvertently 
admitted the fact of "ghosts," or something of that 
nature, having been seen by herself and her brother. 
Raymond had put the question so unexpectedly that she 
felt she had changed colour, and that her countenance 
had betrayed her. 

But even with Raymond Maynooth she was true to 
the line of conduct she and Almeric had marked out for 
themselves on this subject. She did not repeat what 
she had seen or known. She would not disturb the 
present most valued repose of her great ancestors by 
putting it in Raymond's power to speak of them ; but 
then she could not disturb and anger them by absolutely 
refusing to credit what her own eyes had seen ! All 
that she had said to Mr. Maynooth was, " That Almeric 
bad fallen ill before then " — that is, before the ghosts 
had re- appeared, as Mr. Maynooth had hinted they had. 
And now here was Dr. Quinn cross-questioning her, 
and accusing her of more knowledge of ghosts than she 
herself wished to admit. And yet even to him she 
would not commit the keeping of those very important 
Facts of which she inwardly acknowledged herself cog- 
lizant. Therefore, though she felt that Dr. Quinn, 
ike Mr. Maynooth, had" convicted her from her own 
ips, and that he had even said to her, " It is not plea- 
ufit to have the companionship of ghosts when one has 
lo friend to stand by and see fair play," she only bowed 
jourteously as she said in reply, 

It is jouj Dr. Quinn, who assume the fact of ghosts, 
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not I who acknowledge such appearances !" 

" Well, well, my dear young lady, I can only say this 
illness of your brother's has cost me a great deal of 
thought. It has been so untoward from beginning to 
end. He has been so sane on all other subjects, and so 
unsound in the matter of the lost coin, that it is no 
marvel if we have been misled. And if there are no 
* ghosts' why — heaven forbid that I should conjure 
them up ; they are not fit subjects for me — I have no 
love for them." 

Miss Barrymore, glad to escape from the subject if 
possible, did not reply. 

" Sir Hildebrand, I am happy to find, continues well," 
resumed Dr. Quinn. " You have been quite right to 
keep all knowledge of Mr. Barrymore's illness from 
him ; and now, may I ask, when do you expect him 
home ? By easy stages it will still take some time, even 
in these days of rapid locomotion." 

" Raymond does not fix any time, and I have not yet 
heard from Almeric himself." 

And then Dr. Quinn took leave. 



CHAPTER Vni. 

" ANGER AND HASTE HINDER GOOD COUNSEL." 

SOON after this memorable conversation between 
Dr. Quinn and Miss Barrymore, two unlooked-for 

events took the county of Z by surprise. 

One was the announcement of the engagement be- 
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tween Mr. Hamilton and Miss Barrymore ; the other, 
Lord Danby's marriage with the Lady Gwendoline St. 
Vincent. 

With regard to the first, the ladies of the county 
reversed the exclamation made by Miss Barrymore and 
Miss Maynooth, who, it will be remembered, each said, 
"Mr. Hamilton!" 

The county ladies, one and all, said, " Our dear Miss 
Barrymore ! — our dear Miss Barrymore !" 

All the carriages in the county were put into requisi- 
tion immediately, and Heraldstowe and Prellsthorpe 
Abbey were daily besieged, and the kind congi'atulations 
of friends daily listened to by the inmates of both 
houses. 

And besides all this, each lady wished to call upon 
her own dearly beloved friends, and disseminate and 
talk over the joyful tidings. On meeting they would 
say to each other, " Our dear Miss Barrymore "—on a 
fresh arrival they would still say, Our dear Miss Barry- 
more 1" and on taking leave and making their last curt- 
seys, they would lift up their hands and say, " Our 
cjharming Miss Barrymore !" 

We have all heard of the " Daughter of the Regi- 
ment," and by the furore in the county of Z on 

the report of Miss Barrymore's betrothal with Mr. 
Hamilton, we might even look upon her as* in some 
siray the " Daughter of the County." It is true that 
the county felt they had a vested right in Miss Barry- 
more — that they had a right to rejoice in her happiness, 
io congratulate themselves as well as Miss Barrymore 
;hat she was about to make a suitable match, to accept 
I proper position in the county — such a position as 
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" their very charming Miss Barrymore " had a right to 
look forward to — that she was about to become the wife 
of a gentleman who, next to Sir Hildebrand himself, 
the county of Z delighted to honour. 

Now Sir Hildebrand had been sheriff of the county 

of Z several times. All classes of persons, from the 

gentry to the burgesses and their wives and daughters, 
often spoke of him as " our dear old sheriff," and on 
one occasion — that is, the last time that Sir Hildebrand 
was sheriff, he gave a grand ball to the county, and in- 
troduced his grandson Almeric, and his grand-daughter 
Miss Barrymore. 

On some future page it may be necessary to give 
some account of the events of that period ; at present 
enough has been said to prove that the county felt they 
had a natural right to look upon Miss Barrymore as a 
part of themselves. 

We must not omit to chronicle now the fact that one 

old lady in the county of Z y unfortunately left 

with six daughters — on hearing the news of Miss Barry- 
more's engagement, sent for all the six into her boudoir, 
and told them she had something of importance to com- 
municate. 

She would begin by an old proverb — which we our- 
selves think wrongly applied — " The loss of one is the 
gain of two and choice of twenty more." Therefore, in 
the old lady's lore, if one had departed, or was aboat to 
depart, from the ranks of the handsome bachelors, and 
become a " benedict," she advised them to bear the loss 
with courage. 

"For my part," said the go'od old lady, "when I 
look at you all as you stand, I marvel that one so every 
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way inferior in personal charms should have attracted 
so great a prize from you." 

The reader may have read the fable of " The Eagle 
and the Owl " — perhaps the good old lady had not. 

" I do not wish to run down Miss Barrymore's beauty 
— of course the whole county very properly think her 
very nice-looking, and as the daughter of * our dear old 
sheriff,' we ought on all occasions to think the best we 
can of her. You are all beautiful, in peculiar styles of 
beauty, but we know 'the race is not always to the 
swift,' nor * the battle to the strong' ; neither does beauty 
always win the prize from its plainer sister — position 
has a good deal to do with prizes. But, my dears, keep 
up your courage ; do not part with your good looks, and 
you may live to win a greater prize, and even to take 
precedence of Miss Barry-Barrymore," 

" Miss Barrymore I" echoed all the six young ladies. 
To whom, dear mamma? — Captain Eimbans ?" 

The old lady shook her head. 
• " Lord Hazledean ?" said another. 
Mr. Campbell Phillips?" said a third. 

But the old lady still shook her head. 
. " Lord Danby ?" ventured a fourth, who had not yet 
lieard of his marriage with Lady Gwendoline. 

" I know," said the fifth, for the old lady still lugu- 
kriously shook her head — "Canon Stein Munro?" 

" No, no, no l" said the mother. 
^ And then the sixth, and youngest, said, in soft low 
bnes, 

' " Raymond Maynooth ?" 

|| " No, no. Mr. Hamilton, my dears — Mr. Hamilton 
|f Prellsthorpe Abbey." 

i 
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only child, Brenda tossed the paper to her in a pettish 
manner, as she said, 

" Do you really mean to tell me papa credits that 
absurd paragraph 1 I conclude he has seen it, and so 
left me the paper to find the nonsense at my leisure." 

Mrs. Cheetham did not reply. 

" Does he believe it ?" said Brenda, angrily. 

"Why should he not? We all knew Lord Danby 
was engaged to the Lady Gwendoline, and Lord 
Prellsthorpe told your father on a former occasion that 
the marriage would take place this month." 

" Lord Prellsthorpe deceived himself. I know better 
than he ; and his lordship may yet live to be compelled 
to receive me as the wife of his son." 

Brenda spoke pettishly, and Mrs. Cheetham did not 
reply. Presently the bells of Prellsthorpe broke out 
into loud calls to the ringers. Soon the bells were 
raised, and soon afterwards came the full clang of the 
marriage peal. 

" Your father has been written to by Lord Prells- 
thorpe himself. He asks him to be present in the Park 
when the villagers are feasted on Saturday next, in 
celebration of Lord Danby's espousals with the Lady 
Gwendoline." 

Brenda did not fly to her own room, and shut herself 
up there away from everybody; on the contrary, she 
ruthlessly stormed at all who came into her pre- 
sence I " She was determined she would bring Lord 
Danby into court, and make him pay heavy damages ; 
at all events, he had made proposals to her papa for her, 
although she never had had a letter from him ; she was 
safe — quite safe — the law would give her heavy damages. 
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and bitterly as he had made her safiFer, so the more bitter 
should be her revenge." 

A self-willed girl, of strong unbridled passions, whose 
career, almost from babyhood, had been in a great mea- 
sure uncontrolled— certainly, who had been petted and 
allowed full play to her wilfulness — when she is at length 
caught up sharply in a net of her own constructing, has 
no pillar of support, no finger to pilot her through her 
trouble ; she is thrown disabled and crushed by her own 
weapons. 

Only when the long day was over — only when she 
at length retired for the night — only when no human eye 
could witness her agony, did she credit that she had 
brought this calamity on herself ! Brenda now, in the 
solitude of her chamber, recalled her career with Lord 
Danby from beginning to end. 

He had said, Only upon the engagement being kept 
secret would he fulfil it." He saw from the first that 
Brenda's pride and ambition would seek notoriety, and 
especially of such a nature. He was right; Brenda 

never rested until she made the county of Z as wise 

as herself. We need not again go over the facts of 
Brenda Oheetham's misconduct ; but one thing we must 
lightly touch upon before we dismiss Brenda from the 
pages of "the Chronicle of the county of Z 

There was no cause for scandal beyond Brenda's im- 
prudence in meeting Lord Danby clandestinely, and 
walking with him often at unusual hours. The county 

of Z y like many other counties, does sometimes 

amuse themselves at the expense of those who are im- 
prudent. The county laughed long and loudly over 
Brenda Oheetham's miseries. The county said, ^fSlh 

VOL. III. H 
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was a vain and foolish girl, who had ^ cried for the moon/ 
and was compelled to sup off ^ green cheese;' who thought 
her shafts had brought an Eagle to her feet — but who 
awoke and found it was only a bat." And, as we have 
said, the county laughed ; but even the county of Z 
could do no more I 

For — with an aching heart, the good Eector of Prells- 
thorpe now compelled himself to leave his beloved 
books, and, for the sake of the future career of his 
daughter, he appeared at all well-known public places 
with her. 

The county might laugh — Brenda might live to get 
over that — but the county must be assured that it was 
only a laughing matter, and that there was no cause for 
scandal. 

Brenda went everywhere, and everybody received her, 
and noticed her for her father's sake. But when, in the 
beginning of the next year, perferment of a suitable 
kind was offered to Mr. Oheetham, and the Cheethams 
left the county, the county no longer laughed. With 
one voice they agreed " that the good old Rector was 
a ' brick,' and that his daughter Brenda had really be- 
haved better — ^in that affair with Lord Danby — than 
might reasonably have been anticipated !" 



CHAPTEE IX. 

DEEP LIES THE HEABT's LANGUAGE." 

UT now— Sara Thorn. 

" And so my dear Lord Danby is married, I see," 
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said the good Vicar of Stowe-in-the-Valley, as he turned 
over tlie paper. 

Sara did not speak. That same icy curdle she had 
once before felt creep round her heart, made her for the 
moment feel as if she were turned to marble. Mr. 
Thom did not raise his eyes from the paper, and Sara 
had time for reflection. 

" I cannot leave the room," thought she, " I shall fall 
if I attempt to move." 

She remained, silently wondering what would be the 
best thing to do, or if she could by any chance get away 
without attracting her father's notice. 

Presently the Vicar looked at his watch ; he put the 
paper on the table, as he said, 

" I did not know it was so late ;" and he left the room. 

As soon as the front door closed, and she knew her 
father had left the house, she gathered up her courage 
as best she could, seized the paper, and staggering off to 
her own room, locked the door. She threw herself upon 
a sofa, and let the paper slip from her hands ; then press- 
ing them upon her heart, she said, 

" It cannot be — no one can be so treacherously false !" 
There lay the paper at her feet. " I have never had a 
real misgiving as to his faith, nor any doubt of the poor 
lady's illness I I have sometimes thought him unfeeling 
when he has spoken of her. I never thought he would 
be false to me 1" There lay the paper at her feet. Am 
I awake? — is it real f Her eye fell upon the paper. 
*^ I must convince myself, I must read it. But then, 
what shall I do ?" Sara wept. 

In a few minutes she recovered sufficiently to remem- 
ber she must read the paragraph in the paper, and learn 

H 2 
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the positive facts of the case. And then she read, as 
Brenda Cheetham had done, the very same paragraph^ 
with very different feelings from Brenda's, and with a 
very different comprehension. The scales fell from her 
eyes. She did not doubt the tmth of that statement. She 
knew now she had been living in a charmed circle, in a 
belief in truth, and with faith in love. The idols lay 
shattered at her feet. 

On the commencement of the intimacy between Sara 
Thorn and Lady Irene — for Lady Irene always became 
friendly with those who could amuse Lord Danby— 
Sara's vanity and love of popularity had been gratified. 
She was vain of her own superiority of appearance over 
most of the ladies in that neighbourhood, and extremely 
flattered by Lord Danb/s attentions. But though at 
first these attentions were mere cajoleries, the better to 
amuse himself at her expense, and though Sara did not 
at that time attribute to him any serious intention, she 
gradually profited by her new position, both in the "polish 
and refinement of her own manner, and in a superior 
taste in dress. 

These improvements were not lost on either Lord 
Danby or Lady Irene, and, as the latter had said, 

" It was so much more agreeable to have a stylish- 
looking, handsome girl by her side than a third-rate 
person like Brenda Cheetham, who could never be- 
come stylish, and who was not unfrequently cross." 

And then, though Sara easily learned to understand 
Lord Danby's habitual manner of expressing himself, 
and though on occasion she could reply with a wit as 
brilliant and perhaps even more refined than his own, 
she stood aloof from any apparent wish to attract him 
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to herself. She had had no thought of the kind. It is 
true that, with the keen zest of youth, she enjoyed this 
ball and that concert, the morning fgtes here and there, 
the charming drives, the dress — for, like most handsome 
Tvomen, Sara valued rich attire — and the gaiety of all 
around her. 

But there came a time when it became evident even 
to Sara that Lord Danby sought her society, that he 
treated her with a marked deference, that in public he 
was always by her side, to render to her those nameless 
attentions that gentlemen delight to offer to ladies whom 
they admire and prefer, and that in the unoccupied 
hours at Prellsthorpe he still sought her companionship. 

Then he began to talk of himself. He told her 
^^that because he chose to talk nonsense sometimes 
people were taken in by it, and thought he knew no 
better." But Lord Danby had had real pleasure in 
calling upon Sara's well-stored mind for every species of 
information. He had a habit of affecting ignorance, 
and making demands upon other intellects present at 
the time. If he were with really ignorant people he 
would amuse himself by mystifying them as much as 
possible ; but if, on the contrary, he met with a lady 
able to converse 6n the general topics of the day, and 
one who would not be misled by his blandiloquence, as in 
the case of Sara Thorn, he then carried on the conver- 
sation rationally, and called upon his own stores of 
mind to support his own views. Sara had taken a high 
standing in his opinion before he began to make love to 
her, and Sara Thorn was one of the very few who knew 
that Lord Danby was much better informed than his 
general habit of conversation would allow people to think. 
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He told her of his engagement with Lady Gwendo- 
line. Long before he spoke of love he made Sara 
understand he had no concealment from her. He told her 
that against his own will he had been betrothed to Lady 
Gwendoline. This was false, but Sara did not know that. 
He told her the lady had fallen ill, and that eventu- 
ally he might be free — free to love whom he pleased. 

" Does Queen York pity me ?" added he in those 
soft dulcet tones that men habitually use to unsophisti- 
cated women, and by means of which a sensitive woman 
is often awakened to the first thought of love. 

Sara did pity him. 

By degrees he convinced her of his passion for her, 
and her alone ; and though, as we have before recorded, 
Sara would not allow him to plead his cause with her 
until he was free from what he was pleased to call his 
present entanglement, and until he could go to her 
father for his consent — though she would not " listen ^ 
to him, to use his own words, " she heard him," and she 
could not conceal, from one so much more experienced 
than herself, that she herself returned his love, though 
she had never avowed it to him. 

And Sara lived a charmed life. Lord Danby's wor- 
ship was constant ; his manner to her that of a devoted 
lover, a gentleman, and a man of honour. Sara re- 
turned his love. 

There was this difference between the love of Brenda 
Cheetham and that of Sara Thorn: — Brenda had always 
the coronet of a Countess present to her mind's eye, as 
the end of her ambition and the reward of her present 
troubles. Sara, to do her justice, had never attempted to 
win Lord Danby, nor had she been attracted by a coronet. 



MAIDENHOOD. 



103 



And even when she knew and felt herself loved and 
appreciated by him, and when she knew also — though 
she would not confess it — that she returned that love, 
she acknowledged to herself it was not his rank or 
position that had won her — it was the homage of the 
man to the woman. And Sara gave back the wealth of 
her young heart's love in return for this homage and de- 
votion from him. A woman never makes a scant re- 
turn in matters of the heart. 

And from this time Sara had had no reason to mis- 
trust Lord Danby — that is, in regard to his conduct 
towards herself. He had not relaxed his attentions, he 
had not been more chary of his worship, less courteous, 
nor more exacting. He had not, so to speak, wearied 
of his new toy. 

The reason for this constancy in one so proverbially 
fickle lay in Sara herself. Each day, though she never 
suffered an original charm to escape her, some new 
one was added; not intentionally by Sara for the 
purpose of riveting more firmly Lord Danby's chains. 
These charms were the natural consequence of the 
real improvement in the formation of her character at 
this time, and of the perfection of form and feature 
that usually takes place as the young girl approaches 
womanhood. 

Sara was not nineteen. She put aside easily, while 
breathing perhaps a more refined atmosphere, as all 
young ladies of tact do, the small gaucheries and niaiseries 
that are contracted in confined circles of county society. 
She seemed to bloom friesh beauties daily — daily to add 
some little extra touch to her youthful charms — daily to 
be less like the Sara Thorn whom so short a time pre** 
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viously Lord Danby had watched at the -^bbey fete, 
and upon whose character he had ventured to pronounce 
so unamiable an opinion. Always gentle and un- 
selfish, with talents of a superior order, and industry to 
cultivate them to the uttermost, with a temper never 
raffled, and a loveliness ever new, no wonder that she 
attracted, and even retained by her charms a man so 
blaai as Lord Danby. 

Sara, too, with a modest estimate of her own actual 
position in the county, as the daughter of a country clergy- 
man, had never plumed herself upon her position at 
Prellsthorpe Park, as the friend of Lady Irene, the 
" worshipped " by Lord Danby, a well-known favourite 
with the sick Countess, whose boudoir was frequently en- 
livened by Sara's presence, and as a great pet of the 
Earl's. She had never set herself on a pedestal — for the 

worship of the county of Z j as Brenda Cheetham 

had done — and therefore Sara had not created enemies. 

Brenda and Sara — in such different positions with 
relation to Lord Danby himself — treated the announce- 
ment of his marriage each in a different manner. Brendtf 
displayed her anger and her humiliation to the entire 
county. Sara shut herself into her own room, and hid her 
sorrow from all. 

But Sara, in the quiet vicarage of Stowe-in-the-Valley, 
had duties that required her presence, that would not 
allow of her selfish isolation in her own chamber — duties 
that the good Vicar had gladly freed her from when 
she had the opportunity of a charming visit to Prells- 
thorpe Park, but which, to do Sara justice, she resumed 
immediately on her return home. . For though the 
Reverend Ulric Thorn, upon the loss of^ his wife, had 
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placed a housekeeper at the head of his domestics, his 
daughter Sara j^radually assumed the reins of power 
and the direction of the household. And now Sara 
heard voices on the lawn, and she knew that her young 
brother had arrived from his private tutor's for a few 
weeks of holiday, preparatory to entering at Woolwich a 
cadet in the artillery. 

Sara rose from her desponding position, bathed her 
face and eyes, and shortly afterwards appeared, in reply 
to the repeated calls for her byGerald and Bosa. Sara, 
with a heavy weight at her heart, caught her young 
brother in her arms, and lovingly caressed him. She felt 
as if her heart would break, but she knew she must hide 
her grief from all. 

And the long day at length passed away, and Sara 
was again alone in her chamber; and then, seated despond- 
ingly at her toilet table, and leaning her head upon her 
hand, she recalled all that had happened to her within 
the last few weeks, and especially those last conversations 
she had had with Lord Danby. She remembered his 
very words, " When your trouble comes upon you, take 
my advice— don't fret." He had, then, deliberately 
amused himself at her expense, and even to her very 
face laughed at her folly — that is, "folly" in having 
trusted in him. Sara was humbled to the dust. 

He had mocked her, now with tender, honied words, 
now with looks of unmistakable admiration, now with a 
silent homage, now with eager attentions — and she had 
trusted him. Sara found it difficult to blame herself. 
She had had no thought that such terrible falsehood and 
treachery could be a part of any man's character. Sara 
did not know at this period of her life she had been ere- 
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dulous ; and that, if the county of Z had known 

of her faith in Lord Danby, now, in her sorrow and 
humiliation they would have laughed at her credulity. 
When Maidenhood " is not credulous, she has had 
more enlightenment than her years would naturally 
warrant. Sara had had no experience, neither had she 
since childhood the benefit of a mother by her side, into 
whose ever open ear she might have poured the history 
of her triumphs, and by whose experiences she might 
have formed her own. 

And now, bit by bit, Sara recalled the whole of the con- 
versation with Lord Danby, in which he had told her 
" that Gwen was in exactly the same health now as when 
he first came to Prellsthorpe." Had she, then, always 
been well ? Was all he said false ? She recalled his 
advice to her in his absence, to wit, that if she fretted 
and destroyed her beauty, he should not admire her on 
his return." It is true she had not understood him,, she 
had listened because she thought he was amusing himself, 
as he did sometimes, by talking nonsense. He had also 
said, ^' And if I do marry Gwen, you can but break yout 
heart." She thought that was an absurd way of putting 
an impossible event, peculiar to Lord Danby in some of 
his moods. Sara had laughed then, though she did not 
like to hear him joke on the subject of, as she thought, 
the poor sick Lady Gwendoline. Yes, she had laughed 
then — she did not laugh now. 

" But, mind, I do not advise it." Those were his very 
words. " Keep a brave heart " and " a smiling face." 
She felt very much in need of the first, and as her eyes 
fell languidly upon the mirror by her side, and she saw 
reflected there her disconsolate looking features, she 
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thought she should never smile again. 

For the first twenty-four hours after reading the an- 
nouncement of the marriage, Sara felt stunned, as if 
some heavy calamity had howed her to the earth, from 
which she could never more arise to be the Sara of only 
the day before. But she came down to make the break- 
fast as usual. And until the hot dishes were brought 
in, and the tea and coffee ready to be poured out, the 
good Vicar had occupied himself, according to custom, 
with the paper. On putting this aside, and taking his 
place at table, he was at once struck by Sara's altered 
looks. One single night of watching and weeping, of 
crushed hopes and broken faith, had done their baleful 
duty on Sara's budding and blossoming charms. 

" My dear Sara, what is the matter ?" said the Vicar. 

Sara started, and felt convicted of some hidden sin. 

" Nothing, dear papa," said she inadvertently, for she 
was quite unconscious that her misery was stamped upon 
her countenance. 

" Nothing 1" said he in a tone of intense surprise, as 
he placed his hand upon hers, " Nothing ! My dear, 

your hand is ^" 

I have a headache, dear papa — it is nothing." 

The good Vicar did not know Sarah meant heart- 
ache," and he echoed her last word in a tone of dismay. 

^' Nothing, my dear ? It makes you look very ill. 
You must have advice." 

Advice for the heart-ache I 

" Oh I no, dear papa — I shall soon be better," said she, 
inwardly acknowledging that medical advice was not 
likely to benefit her. " I think, if I just rest a little 
after breakfast, I shall ^" 
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" To be sure, my dear, you will be better, or, at least, 
I hope so. I never saw you look so ill in my life — ^you 
ought to have had your breakfast in bed." 

" Ah ! but Sara is always so unselfish and good- 
natured, papa," said Gerald — "she knows we are so 
uncomfortable at breakfast without her." 

" I would have carried up your breakfast, dear Sara," 
said Bosa. 

" My dear, do go now and lie down," said the Vicar. 

We all know that when our hearts are overwhelmed 
by some hidden grief, words and tones of kindness 
affect us deeply. Tears arose unbidden in Sara's eyes, 
but with a strong desire not to betray, even in her own 
household, her unhappy position, she put on " a brave 
face," and smilingly averred she would not leave the 
table until after breakfast. When breakfast was over, 
she suffered herself to be advised by her kind relatives, 
and retired to the couch in her own room, for the pur- 
pose of " nursing her headache." 

" Put up your feet, dear Sara," said Rosa ; and then 
she threw a light couvrepied over her, and a lace veil 
over her head. 

Gerald drew down the blinds, and tempered the 
light; her dear old father kissed her pale cheek, and 
Sara lovingly returned his caress. Essences were 
placed on a table by her side, and the vase filled with 
freshly-cut flowers ,intended for the drawing-room, was 
brought into Sara's room. And when it appeared that 
all was done that could be done by loving hands, Sara 
was left alone. 

Hiding her face with her hand when she heard foot- 
steps approaching the room, Sara pretended to sleep. 
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But sleep seldom visits the sorrow-stricken. Neverthe- 
less, here, lying on her coach, watched and petted by 
loving hearts, Sara first aroused herself from the depths 
of her misery. Her own young life, of course, was 
blighted for ever. But then, she must not distress the 
kind and loving hearts of her nearest relatives. And a 
stern necessity incited her to conceal from the county of 

Z her own humiliating position. True, she had 

never prided herself in her prosperity, but she must not 
allow eyes of compassion to follow her in her adversity. 
Then came thoughts of the man who had so " cruelly 
trifled with her." She put aside her sorrow, as her 
indignation was aroused at the conviction of his 
treachery. She recalled his last words again and again 
— "Keep a brave heart. Do not spoil your beauty." 
She determined she would have " a brave heart." She 
would hurl him from the pedestal upon which, in her 
girlish innocence, she had enshrined him. His delibe- 
rate treachery, his cool effrontery, his disingenuous 
sympathy and trickish advice, his utter heartlessness, 
had made him worthless in her eyes. She had endowed 
him with qualities he did not possess. True, the 
memory of the past could not easily be uprooted — 
though she despised him for conduct unworthy of a 
man, still less of a gentleman, she remembered she had 
once loved and trusted him. But she resolved that on 
his return he should have no triumph over her. He 
had awakened her to the full knowledge of her marvel- 
lous beauty; it had been through her intimacy at 
Prellsthorpe that her gentle and ladylike manners had 
received their polish — that she had perfected her 
naturally good taste in dress. She would not let these 
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advantages slip through her fingers, neither would she- 
allow her young loveliness to fade prematurely if, by a 
vigorous and healthful exertion on her own part, she could 
prevent this. 

He had very " coolly " advised her for 'her future 
good, and now that she was in the humiliating depths of 
that " trouble " that he had so easily foreseen, and so 
heartlessly shadowed forth to her, she would as *^ coolly" 
follow this advice, and still keep her " pride of place." 
She would so strengthen her position by combating 
womanfully with every lingering weakness, that in the 
end she would uproot the noxious weeds that had well- 
high poisoned her young life. She would so brace her 
nerves, and so conquer the evil that had so nearly over- 
whelmed her, as to be enabled to meet him on his 
return with an unquailing eye ; he should never see 
that she had gone through the furnace of suffering for 
his sake ; proudly would she retain her present standing 
in the county — proudly would she go on her way, but 
with the same gentle and lady-like courtesy she had so. 
perfected under his own eye. 

And Sara arose — not with a heart free from sorrow, 
but with a spirit " brave " to endure, and a heart 
determined to conquer, and also with a pride that 
should enable her to hide her sufferings from every eye. 
All such struggles are of a healthful nature. Not at 
once did Sara succeed. But long before Lord Danby 
"brought Gwen to spend Christmas at Prellsthorpe," 
as he had so unblushingly said to his sister Irene, 
" Queen York " had taken up her position, and deter- 
mined upon her future line of conduct. 
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CHAPTER X. 

" EVERY AGE CONFUTES OLD ERRORS, AND BEGINS NEW." 

TTvEAR, charming Orel, you know you would not 

U have me I I did ask — nay, I implored you to 
have me ; you would not, and so Qwen took pity on me 
— ^kind, is she not ? You see, Grel, dear, it is of no use 
for a man to love a woman if a woman does not love a 
man. If I loved you ever so warmly, you would not 
love me. ^What could I do?' said I to myself — 
^ marry Gwen.' And here I am for the very purpose." 

In Belgrave Square Grel had arrived to meet her 
cousins, and take her place at the bridal, and this was 
liord Danby's greeting to her. 

We have already chronicled the fact of Lord Danby's 
marriage with the Lady Gwendoline Maude Lydia St. 
Vincent, and sent the " happy pair " off to Scotland. 
We have also said a good deal about Sara Thorn, and, 
as some may think, almost too much about Brenda 
Oheetham, keeping back absolute events, as chronicles 
do sometimes, while the hearts of young maidens are 
breaking. But we have still another duty, ere " abso- 
lute events" can be duly chronicled. There is still 
another specimen of early " Maidenhood " whose name 
has been mentioned in these truth-telling pages, and 
whose tender heart must be laid bare to the reading 
community of the present day. During her sojourn 
abroad with Mistress Nuala Maynooth, Grel had 
undergone, in the kind old lady's hands, a training that 
had been very beneficial to her. She not only under- 
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stood her own position better, but that of all young 
unmarried ladies- 

And then came Yolande Maynooth's letter, telling of 
the " state equipages," and splendour that had announc- 
ed to the county of Z the betrothal of Mr. Hamilton 

and Miss Barrymore. All this was as a fairy tale to the 
Lady GreFs unsophisticated ideas. The kind old lady 
explained, and Grel learned now — for before time it had 
been a dim conjecture — that young ladies are not sup- 
posed to be capable of " falling in love " — as it is termed 
— until they first have permission from their fathers or 
guardians ! 

And then Grel made the discovery that she had once 
stood on the brink of a precipice I She had felt con- 
scious of something very pleasurable, called into being 
by the sound of Mr. Maynooth's voice 1 She had also 
felt very shy and subdued 1 True, this had only occurr- 
ed once ; once in her whole life 1 " Maidenhood " took 
herself to task instantly — probed her own heart with 
great courage, and discovered — that she ought to blush 
for having felt incipiently attracted by those dulcet tones^ 
and she did instantaneously blush ! 

And more, she congratulated herself that she had had 
the " tact " to rush off to her own apartment, and carry 
with her her newly-born sensations, and confess them to 
herself alone I Grel exulted now over her reticence 
then ! And another thing — Grel had an idea that she 
had not been sufficiently ashamed of this " fluttering 
and thrilling" at the time it had occurred, and that 
probably she had not blushed then as she certainly ought 
to have done — and feeling very acutely her omission 
then, she very powerfully indemnified herself now. 
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There was no one present to blame her for an involuntary 
act, 80 long past and gone ; but Grel hid lier face, as she 
felt her ears tingle with the merciless blame she poured 
upon herself ! 

It was at this epoch, too, in the career of " Maiden- 
hood " that she became aware, not only must she never 
be beguiled into happy thoughts — by any unusual or 
unexpected sensation — but that the " thoughts " and the 
sensations " must all be crushed down with a strong 
hand, and not be allowed to " crop up hydra heads, to 
disturb young maidens' hearts ! 

At first " Maidenhoood's " position wag not the happier 
for all she learned. But of course — "if to be forewarn- 
ed is to be fore-armed " — Grel ought soon to be able to 
take up her place in society, and march "coolly" on, 
season after season, a living belle of the first* water I 

Eventually Grel became reconciled to these truths, so 
lately learned. The conventionalities of society in some 
sort demanded these cautious habits from the gentler sex, 
and the more Lady Grel saw of society, the more grate- 
ful she felt to her kind friend Mistress Maynootli, from 
whom she had learned, ere too late, those little refined 
touches of outward manner, and gathered so much for 
her inward guidance. The consequence of all tliis was, 
that when she arrived in town and joined her cousins in 
Belgravia, a marked improvement was visible. 

She had many compliments from her cousin Danby,, 
which she took, as he said, "so charmingly, that he was 
not quite sure about Gwen yet — and he would get 
another license, if Grel would say she would have him 
" Say yes, Grel, darling," said Gwendoline. 
" 1 need no prompting, Gwendoline. I have already 
VOL. III. I 
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said ' Yes.' And so now, to save time and trouble — for 
fortunately you and I are about the same height — ^you 
can turn over your trousseau to me, and my guardians 
can attend to all the money matters, and dear, adorable 
D. and I will be * over the border and away ' in no 
timer 

Grel was well aware that if Lord Danby bad spoken 
to her in that light way, in the presence of his promised 
bride, spme three or four months previously, she would 
have been greatly pained by such heartlessness — as she 
would then have thought it. 

At that time she did not know that people often 
habituate themselves to the act of talking a great deal 
of nonsense, for the mere pleasure of talking I She 
knew now — through the depths of her mighty experience 
— that her own judgment, and her own good sense, must 
teach her the value of the remarks made by others. 

Nevertheless, on this occasion she had evidently 
chimed in with the playful tone of the merry party as- 
sembled there. She was said to possess " a most ador- 
able new face," 

And it was also said of her by Lord Danby, 
That the soft tones of her voice would knock down 
any big' fellows she chose to select to operate upon, and 
her eyes look them dead in a second, as they lay 
sprawling at her feet 1" 

And — considering that Grel is a very tender-hearted 
young lady — it is astonishing that, in spite of being in 
full possession of these terrible gifts, she placed her 
head contentedly on her pillaw — that is, on retiring for 
the night — and fell asleep. 



MAIDENHOOD. 



115 



CHAPTER XL 

" SOME ARE WISE, AND SOME ARE OTHERWISE." 

ON Almeric's partial recovery, he tried to grasp again 
the ideas that had overwhelmed him, on the sub- 
ject of the lost " six-angel piece." He could not under- 
stand what had really happened. Mr. Maynooth was far 
too wise to lead to, or encourage, any subject that was 
likely to be harmful to his friend. . With rare tact he 
listened to Almeric's dreamy recollection of some letter 
from Dr. Quinn, and immediately set about searching Al- 
meric's desk in his own presence, for this proof of a some- 
thing that Almeric wanted clearing up. But during the 
time of Almeric's unconsciousness, Mr. Maynooth had 
learned all the facts with which the reader is acquainted, 
excepting those in Dr. Quinn's letter, from Emmett, and 
also he had been told by him that he was present when 
his young master destroyed every letter and scrap of 
MS. in his desk. 

Almeric had intended that his name should be no 
more known upon earth ! In the absence of proof 
therefore, Mr. Maynooth strongly asserted that Almeric 
must be dwelling on some scene— or dream — that had 
occurred during the time of his malady. And that now 
it was unwise to injure his return to health by troubling 
himself with something unreal. Almeric was not abso- 
lutely convinced by Mr. Maynooth's eloquence, but 
he allowed himself to be guided in a great measure by 
his friend's good counsel, and to put away the subject 
from his mind, until some more convenient opportunity 
Df unravelling the mystery that now seemed to hang 
over it. 

I 2 
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Sir Ilildebrand had been prepared for Almeric's re- 
turn. Now that he was gaining strength daily, and 
that the chances of his recovery were, humanly speaking, 
certain, there was no longer any necessity to keep the 
fact of his iUness from Sir Hildebrand ; and he learned 
at the same time that Raymond had gone abroad on 
))urpose to be with him and sit by his side during his 
sickness. 

When thoy at length reached Heraldstowe after their 
long journey, Almeric seemed in better health than his 
friends could reasonably have expected. The daily so- 
ciety anil supjxH't of Mr. Maynooth's presence seemed to 
have had a goixl effect on Almeric, whose habit of mind 
was drt^^my, imaginative, and thoughtful, and whose 
manners wort* gentle; while Mr. Maynooth's intellect was 
pnuMicaK and his animal spirits great. 

The announwment of ** the betrothal," added to the 
daily api^arance of Mr, Hamilton, was a great surprise 
and pU>asure to the newly-arriveil gentlemen — to Mr. 
Maynix>tlu for reasons of his own, and which the reader 
will understand, and to Almoric for the love he bore to, 
and the prido he had in his sish>r. 

On his return homo Almoric did not occnpy the rooms 
ho ha<i fonnerly u.^mI. This had been a thoughtful 
an^ngonu^nt on tho jvart of Miss Banymore, to try to 
bivak the chain of ideas that he had suffered from when 
Ik^ wont away* But in his now apartments he was incon- 
wnionovnl fi\r the wTint of K»ks and for many other 
anio]^ of use and comfort which could not be removed 
^ilh»>ttt hia own juv^n^ct\ 

** 1 must ha\^ wy Kx^ks, Zarsu" 

Aevar Almoric, but the cases are locked. If you 
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will give your keys to Palmer, he will see everything 
properly removed." 

This awakened a train of thought in Almeric's mind 
that in some degree brought him back to the real facts 
of Dr. Quinn's letter. The words that had so disturbed 
him arose unbidden, and he asked himself, " Can this be 
truer 

We have discovered the thief." Yes, he remem- 
bered the very words. Then how had they discovered 
the thief but by seizing the coin ? And yet Zara said 
his cases and his cabinets were locked. 

After these thoughts he took an opportunity of going 
to his former rooms — which he had not previously done 
— alone, and on searching in his cabinets, which he did 
with fear and trembling, there lay the coin, exactly where 
he remembered to have left it. Now, Almeric was sure 
it had all been a horrid dream — a part of his serious ill- 
ness. The sight of the coin seemed to bring back to his . 
memory all the extraordinary events that had happened 
to him and to the coin, and to recall to him the almost 
forgotten freaks of his excellent ancestor. Baron Almeric. 
These things were not pleasant, and at the time affected 
him so much that he wished he had never seen the coin. 
He had no longer any interest in it, and if he could con- 
vey it back to his grandfather's cabinet, unknown to any 
one, he would thankfully do so. 

" When do you and Hamilton make a match of it 
said Almeric to Zara. 

" Hush," said she, for Mr. Maynooth was present. 

" I will leave you to talk over these important matters," 
said he with a smile. 

"No, no, Raymond; Zara does not mindyour presence." 
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" I have nothing to say, Raymond/' said she, turning 
away. 

" If you have nothing to say on so interesting a sub- 
ject, I have," said Mr. Maynooth. 

There were a few moments of silence, during which 
Miss Barrymore certainly changed colour. 

I am a privileged old friend, Zara. Am I not, Al- 
meric I" 

You are a highly privileged friend, Raymond — speak 
out." 

" Hush, Raymond, I cannot allow you to say a word/' 
said Miss Barrymore. 

Sir Hildebrand's silver call was heard at this moment, 
and Miss Barrymore left the room. 

Almeric, old fellow," said Raymond, as soon as the 
door closed, "you see' Zara is determined not to leave 
her grandfather." 

" I never thought of that/' said Almeric, " of course 
we could not get on without her." 

" Then of course she ought to send Hamilton away, 
and tell him she does not mean to marry." 

" Raymond, that would be rather odd behaviour. How 
can she send Hamilton away I And besides, I am sure 
he likes her and she likes him ; and then she must be 
married some time. Would you have her become an old 
maid?" 

" But if you will not, or cannot part with her, when is 
she to marry ?" 

Almeric coloured deeply as the fact struck him that 
he had felt she could not leave Sir Hildebrand. What I 
was she to look forward to Sir Hildebrand's death to set 
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her free to marry? The thought was not to be borne 
with. He sat silent and apparently sorrowful. Mr. 
Maynooth had struck a right chord. After a short 
pause, he followed it up by saying, 

"Now, Almeric, I shall give you straightforward, manly 
advice : if you are, as I take you to be, a man of right 
aspirations, you will see that I advise you for the best. 
You must marry, and bring home your bride to take 
Zara's place ; then, and then only, will Zara consent to 
become — Mrs. Hamilton." 

The subject, once broached, did not lack opportunity 
of being spoken of a second and even a third time. Al- 
meric determined to speak to his grandfather, and if the 
old gentleman thought he should like a new queen to 
preside over Heraldstowe, and also if he should like to 
see Zara in her new home at Prellsthorpe Abbey, why, 
Almeric would do his best to bring these things to pass. 

Sir Uildebrand expressed himself greatly satisfied that 
his son and heir wished to marry. He said at once 
" that the large house on the other side of Stowe-in-the 
Valley, called Tralleston, should be put in order and 
furnished for him. Fortunately it had not been re-let 
since the lease fell in." And though this was not exactly 
the arrangement that Almeric himself wished, he acqui- 
esced in Sir Hildebrand's proposal, and thanked him cor- 
dially, and the old man resumed, 

"And as for marrying some one who will please 
me, do not think of such a thing. Please yourself, my 
dear boy. I can trust you to choose wisely and well ; if 
I could not — why, I must confess, Almeric, it is one of 
those subjects with which I never interfere." 
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The result of all this was, that Almeric Barrymore 
and Sarah Fortescue were very soon engaged, and this 

engagement made known to the county of Z-r . A 

chronicle of events is so much more prosaic than the 
telling of a story, that some readers may even be dis- 
appointed with bald statements of facts here and there, 
and with the uncourteous haste of getting some people out 
of the way to make room for others. These things 
cannot be avoided occasionally, as they who write 
chronicles know full well. And Mr. Barrymore and 
Miss Fortescue are precisely those who must, at this 
epoch in " the annals of the county," be got out of the 
way with as little fuss as possible. 

It was, therefore, a great consolation to the writer of 
this true chronicle that Captain and Mrs. Fortescue 
wished everything to be very quiet, and that there were 
no " state equipages " seen in the streets of Stowe-in-the 
Valley making for "The Pines." It happened also 
very pleasantly that Miss Fortescue was precisely the 
one who did please Sir Hildebrand. Miss Barrymore 
also felt gratified in the mere fact that Almeric would 
marry, and Mr. Hamilton thought the match "most 
suitable so also did Raymond Maynooth. 

But if Sir Hildebrand and Miss Barrymore, and 
Almeric and the Fortescues, and the Hamiltons and the 
Maynooths were all contented with this engagement, 
what said the county of Z ? 

The old lady again spoke to her six daughters : 

" Well, my dears, so here is another marriage in high 
life!" 

" Oh I mamma, I hope not Raymond Maynooth," said 
the youngest ; she who had sat upon his knee only a few 
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years ago, and who all these years had treasured up in 
her memory that he had called her " his little sweet- 
heart." 

"You are always talking of Raymond Maynooth; 
such a chit as you ! What business have you to think 
of such things f said the eldest sister, a young lady of 
six-and-twenty. 

" Such things I Such things as what, do you mean?" 
asked the " chit," a girl of fifteen. 

Raymond Maymooth is not married, nor going to 
be, that I have heard," said the mother, willing to put 
an end to the discussion. "Mr. Barrymore is the 
gentleman." 

" Will he marry the Lady Irene Stuart ?" 

" Oh I no, my dear," said the mother laughing. " For 
all that Mr. Barrymore is so grand a county gentle- 
man — and he will be Sir Almeric — for all this, he does 
not look very high for his bride." 

" Miss Maynooth !" said another in a positive tone. 
" The Barrymores and the Maynooths have always been 
very intimate." 

"No, no ; not one half so handsome as Miss Maynooth." 

" Do tell us, dear mamma," said another ; " we are 
tired of guessing, and I am sure I cannot imagine who 
would suit his fancy." 

" Then what would you think of Miss Fortescue ?" 

" No, no, impossible ! — not that little plain thing !" 
It is true, my dears. Miss Fortescue is the future 
Lady Barry-Barry more of Heraldstowe. Think of that!" 

" Miss Fortescue !" said one in amazement. 

" Miss Fortescue !" said the rest in chorus. 

" It is of httle use to be good-looking if such plain 
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specimens are to become ladies of title/' said the eldest. 

" Why, my dears, you seem more vexed about Mr. 
Barrymore's than Mr. Hamilton's marriage. And 
really of the two I would much rather have had that 
tall, handsome, grand and stately Mr. Hamilton, with 
his magnificent old Abbey for my home, than that 
white-faced, simple-spoken Mr. Barrymore, and be my 
lady to boot !" 

" But it would be pleasant to be called my lady," said 
one. 

"It would be very pleasant to get married," said 
another, sotto voce^ and with a little sigh. 

" I am sure I wish you were all married," said the 
mother. 

" And then, dear mamma, you could come and see us," 
said " the chit," " and that would be so nice !" 

" What have you to do with it I — such a chit as you I 
Mamma can see us all now," said another. 

" What a foolish marriage !" said a lady in another 
part of the county. " Fancy that little shy Miss For- 
tescue having to take precedence of usl I have no 
patience I'* 

" The Landeswold balls will not be worth attending," 
said another. " Fancy the Christmas and New Year's 
balls, and three of the most distinguS men gone 1" 

"There is a rumour that Lord Danby will keep 
Christmas at Prellsthorpe with his bride, and then it is 
to be hoped the house will be filled, and we profit by the 
influx of new faces." 



After Lord Danby's marriage, Grel went to Mistress 
Nuala Maynooth, and remained with her in town for a 
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few weeks ; then she returned to Prellsthorpe Rectory, 
and at the same time the old lady went back to Wolfs- 
crag, which " happily," as she said, her mad nephew 
had not yet dismantled." 

There was a sort of " lull " in the neighbourhood at 
this time, preparatory to welcoming the Christmas that 
was expected to arrive on the usual day. And during 
this " lull " we will take the opportunity of recording, 
that Sara Thorn's pride conquered her love ; that in 
proportion as she saw Lord Danby in her mind's eye 
stripped of the good qualities with which she had 
endowed him — in proportion as she saw him in all his 
naked deformity, did she courageously tear his image 
from her memory, and allow her pride to " pull her 
through." Sara kept her good looks; "for," said she 
to herself, " I will take his cold-hearted advice. I will 
keep a * smiling face,' for I will cultivate a cheerful 
and contented spirit. I will try in all things to do well ; 
I will be a comfort to my dear, kind, and indulgent 
papa — ah! how much I prize his love now — and a 
mother to my younger brother and sister. I will train 
up dear Rosa, and watch over her when she is older, 
and guard her from the evils that may beset her. If I 
did not care for myself — and I certainly do — I would still 
go into society for 'her sake; her future shall be my 
care, and I will try to make it a happy future to her, 
dear little Rosa 1 Yes, I will go into the world. I will 
keep my present standing, and never allow premature 
wrinkles to tell that I foolishly grieved for the lost love 
of a heartless man." Sara kept her word. 

She drove with her father to make the necessary 
calls upon the Hamiltons, the Barrymores, and the For- 
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tescues. Sometimes she allowed her boy brother to 
drive her in her pretty pony equipage, and she took 
Kosa with her upon all occasions of friendly calls on 
friendly neighbours. 

And whatever the county of Z had whispered 

during Sara Thorn's intimacy at Prellsthorpe Park, 
and howsoever much the whole county had felt them- 
selves offended by the supposition that Lord Danby 
could select either Brenda Cheethatn or Sara Thorn for 
the future Countess of Prellsthorpe, when at length 
Sara Thorn drove half over the county with the latest 
news of Lord Daub/s whereabouts with his bride, and 
announced the positive fact, direct from Lady Irene — 
that Prellsthorpe Park was preparing to receive a world 
of visitors at Christmas to meet the bride and bride- 
groom, and to give dinners and state balls to the county 
— the county turned round on its easy-going pivot, and 
in the place of sneering at Sara Thorn, and deriding 
her, as they would have done if they had known of her 
crushed hopes, they .fell down and worshipped her as 
the " Goddess of good Tidings." 

. " Really Miss Thorn is a charming young woman — 
not at all spoiled by so much intimacy with the Lords 
and Ladies of the land," said one. 

" And it is now quite clear Miss Thorn never had the 
foolish conceit of Miss Cheetham. She was too wise to 
fancy Lord Danby attached to her, though there was a 
rumour of that sort at one time," said another. 

" Have you seen Miss Thorn lately ?" said a third. 
" She is so good-natured. You know what lovely 
golden hair she has, and it is dressed most beautifully 
in the new mode — oh ! it is so stylish. She told me 
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how to manage mine — how to bring it into the same 
elegant roll as her own." 

" She is indeed good-natured," replied another ; " she 
is not jealous of others who are good-looking ; she never 
seems to wish to shine brighter than her companions, 
and she will give you any new Parisian fashion, and put 
you up to the last * new dodge ' in trimmings, or jackets, 
or anything." 

And so Sara Thorn " pulled through," and came off 
with flying colours, and the hearty good wishes of the 

county of Z . But the county did not know Sara 

had hoodwinked them. In the early days of her crush- 
ing disappointment, she had made her resolution, and 
thus had she acted up to it. And truly each day saw 
Sara more really cheerful, more amiably willing to help 
all who required help, and to do all in her power to 
make others happy. But Sara remembered one great 
error in her former career — before the palmy days of 
her happiness — for which she now desired to make 
atonement — her behaviour to Miss Fortescue. She 
called at " The Pines," as a matter of course, amid her 
general rounds of calls. When Captain Fortescue was 
at home, she felt he was not cordial. Sara acknow- 
ledged she had brought this on herself. 

We have said somewhere that " Love is a great puri- 
fier," and so it is. For it is impossible to love without 
wishing for a return. And then we wish to appear to 
advantage in the eyes of the beloved one. Selfishness 
is extinguished in the presence of " love." Evil 
passions dare not raise their hideous heads in the 
presence of "love," and the heart insensibly becomes 
more pure when it is a worshipper at the shrine of 
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"love." But "if love is a great purifier," sorrow is a 
great refiner. " Sorrow " sifts our inward motives of 
action. Humility, and the desire to benefit others — to 
make others happy — are born of sorrow. We who 
suffer so deeply ourselves, become very tender of 
causing pain to others, and very wishful to lend a help- 
ing hand, as far as may be, to those in whom we recog- 
nise the signs of sorrow. And again, " sorrow " 
awakens shame at our past misconduct ; it sifts our 
hidden motives thoroughly, and prompts us to " restore 
tenfold," arid to " wipe the tear from every eye." 

And thus Sara Thorn had benefited by her grief. 
For it was a real paralyzing grief, coming like an 
unexpected peal of thunder, when the sky is clear to 
our vision, and the sun shining in our faces ; when the 
birds are singing around, and we, on the brink of a 
precipice, stand, in our great happiness, enjoying the 
beautiful panorama, the calm, still air, the melodious 
concert, and our own sensations. But if the blow fell 
heavily — if Sara lay for a time helpless under such a 
shock — if for a time she lay as one dead — ^when con- 
sciousness returned — when she remembered her own 
position, and reflected on the deep lamentation of all in 
her own home, if she suffered her misery to become 
known, Sara shook off her despondency, looked her 
position in the face, saw, with clear, distinct vision, into 
the future, that the only path by which she could escape 
from the consequences of this blow on her future 
career, had already been coolly pointed out by him — by 
him who had given the blow. 

Then Sara's pride came to her rescue, and pride has 
great power. And so, as we have said, " Sara pulled 
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through/* and not only " pulled through," but improved 

her own standing in the county of Z . And it was 

Sara's perfect comprehension of her position now, of the 
change in herself, and of her former errors, that caused 
her to seek out Miss Fortescue, and try to blot out past 
misunderstandings, and replace them with confidence in 
each other, and kindness on the part of both. As we 
have said, at first these overtures were received coldly. 
But "Time" not only witnesses the *^ purifying of 
love," or " the refining of sorrow " on the character, but 
stamps with his indelible die his " impression " of the 
present moment. 

Daily these impressions " became a mighty whole — 
little by little, it is true ; now a notion on this day, now 
a conceit on that, and Captain Fortescue became 
convinced that the Sara Thorn of this present day was 
not the Sara Thorn for whom he had beforetime 
cherished an unamiable opinion. 

We have omitted to say Miss Barryraore and Miss 
Thorn became much greater companions than formerly 
— ^that is, than during Sara's great intimacy at Prells- 
thorpe Park ; and perhaps Miss Barrymore had a more 
true suspicion than any other lady of what had actually 
taken place between Lord Danby and Miss Thorn. 
Miss Barrymore had a strong sympathy with Miss 
Thorn — not that^riie herself had gone through the same 
trying ordeal, but that vshe had known " sorrow," and 
recognised in Sara Thorn's present manners, and the 
strong desire to be of use to others, the entire abnega- 
tion of " self " and the " humility " born of the severe 
knowledge of sorrow. And Miss Barrymore and Miss 
Thorn often rode out together — often drove together; 
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and Miss Barrymore's powerful support of Sara Thorn 
was another help to her in the opinion of the Fortes- 
cues. And so Sara conquered here also. And now 
she, too, in her quiet and kind way, drew out Miss 
Fortescue from the snail-shell of her home life, and 
made her every day less and less the sort of person 

whom the county of Z stigmatised as " second-rate, 

hum-drum." And when the wedding-day was fixed, 
and Almeric and Sarah Fortescue appeared at the altar, 
in the church of " St. Mary-on-the-Knoll," the county 

of Z said, 

" Really the bride did great credit to her two hand- 
some bridesmaids, Miss Barrymore and Miss Thorn, who 
have taken, it is well known, much pains to make her in 
some degree more fit for the high station in thd county 
that, as Lady Barrymore, she must eventually take !" 

One thing more remains to be recorded, that Sara 
Thorn, in her blighted love, sought not to punish tlie 
once loved one. And though she now despised as much 
as she had once loved, she left Lord Danby in higher 
hands, for the retributive justice he so well deserved. 
This also came of the teaching of " sorrow." Of Brenda 
Cheetham we have omitted to record, that her wrecked 
ambition blossomed into revenge, and the loss of the 
anticipated coronet haunted her much more than the 
marriage of Lord Danby. Brenda, therefore, nursing 
her revenge, if she could find the means, would certainly 
seek the opportunity to punish severely the man who had 
cajoled her. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

rr 18 A HANLT ACT TO FORSAKE AN ERROR." 

IN our extreme haste to marry Mr. Barrj^nore and 
Miss Fortescue out of the way of more pressing 
matter, we have not mentioned other incidents that took 
place at Heraldstowe before that event. The steward 
at Heraldstowe took all accounts to Almeric once a 
month, in Almeric's absence to Zara. Sir Hildebrand 
had not for many years been troubled with moneys and 
papers relating thereto. Since Almeric's return he had 
resumed his customary survey of accounts, and Miss 
Barrymore, as was usual, applied to him when her purse 
was empty. But now that Almeric was so perfectly re- 
covered from his illness, and now that his marriage was 
in prospect ; now that he knew the six-angel piece " 
continued day by day to lie in the same corner of his 
cabinet ; and, moreover, now that he had lost the wish 
to retain it for his own, he determined to show it to Miss 
Barrymore, and tell her of all the wonderful things that 
had happened to him since it came into his possession. 
And on the very next occasion that Miss Barrymore 
applied to him for money, he said, 

" Come to my room, and I will have it ready for you." 
Almeric himself hastened to his apartment to prepare 
for his sister. He courageously took from his cabinet 
" the six-angel piece," placed it on the table, and by its 
side a heap of gold, and some notes. He then stretched 
himself at full length on the sofa, placed his hands at 
the back of his head, and prepared himself to state to his 
VOL. III. IS. 



Bster aD tint he knew xdatiog to the com. She did not 
oome qmnedialdlT, aod Ahneric fell asleep). There was 
m^hmg uuiffiQal in thk. £ver amce his ilhieas he had 
required manr more hours of sleep in the course of the 
tventT-faor than he had f unnerly had. In a shcot time 
lliK Barrvmore sent to tell him of the arrival of mom- 
ing TishoTB ; and Palmer, who had entered without die- 
imxiiskg his vonng mastei:;, on taming to leave the room, 
lude some slight noise; this at once disturbed Al- 
mefic's slombers^ and <^^»t3ung his eres, Ite said, 
«What kitjPahnerr 

^ Miss Barmaaore sent we to teO too. m*. Colomel and 
ItrcL Strieklaiid are in the dratring-rooin.** 

*^ Yes, I mill come,** said Ahneric ; and riiang, he put 
mj the MBKMkexb he had intended for his sister, and re- 
plaoed ^ the six-angel pieoe^ in the same comer of his 
eabinesL He then went to greet his friends. 

When Colonel and Urs. Striddand drove awar, liiss 
Bsnyaiore said, 

^ Drive mith me, diear Almeric, my carriage isooming 
loandf 

Aceordin^Y they dro%e off to^nether, and «i1t when 
they were in the town of StoweHtn-the- Valley did Miss 
B>arr\'fflore discover she was without money ; for she had 
intended to make mtany purchases. 

^That will not signify, Zara, dear — I mean the fact 
that you are without money. I dare say tlie shop people 
will trust you to the. value of a pound or two T 

^ Alm^ic is becoming <)uite facetiouSy'^ thought Miss 
SiWymoEe; but she said, kugbiugiy, Do you think soT 

'f^Aiey 4x!Qve gently on through the streets of the quiet 
JMHIW a^denly Miss IkiTymon.> arrested her 
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brother's attention as she said, " Look, look, Aim, there 
is one of those little Jews from whom dear father used 
at one time to make so many purchases." 

" Ah ! yes, of coins. D^ar Zara, that reminds me I 
want to talk to you about * the six-angel piece . 

"I wish you would not, Almeric. I am sure I hate 
to hear it mentioned." 

So do I ; but I must have a talk with you as soon 
as I can." 

" Not to-day, dear," said she, pleadingly. 
Very"well, then, in my room to-morrow, or some day 
soon !" 

Some distant day," said she, and the carriage stopped. 

As the footman opened the carriage door on one side, the 
"little Jew" she had pointed out to Almeric, as they drove 
down the street, came up to the other side, and spoke to 
her. He asked if he could see Sir Hiidebrand. Both 
Zara and Almeric at once said " No !" The man repre- 
sented that he had one or two coins that would just fill 
up certain gaps in Sir Hildebrand's cabinet. Miss 
Barrymore said, 

" I will buy them if you have them with you." 

The man offered to bring them to her before she left 
the town, and eventually he displayed his wares to her 
at the hotel; and though originally she had only intended 
to buy coins for her grandfather, the man took care so 
to display other valuables as to tempt Miss Barrymore 
to purchase. And then, when all this was done, she had 
no money, and Almeric no cheque-book. « 

**He must come to Heraldstowe to-morrow for hi* 
money," said Miss Barrymore. 

« We ourselves buy these things of you to save Sir 
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Hildebran^ the trouble," said Almeric. "We do not 
wish him to be disturbed, therefore, if we permit you to 
come to the house, you will be contented to ask for my 
sister or myself. If you have anything more that will 
suit Sir Hildebrand, I shall at all times be glad to pur- 
chase ; and whenever you are in this part of the country. 
Miss Rarrymore or I myself will see you, but on no ac- 
count seek to show your wares to Sir Hildebrand." 

The man said he perfectly understood, and promised 
to call on the morrow. 

*^And now, Zara, dear, we can rid ourselves of that 
lot of foreign moneys I brought home with me. If you 
see the man to-morrow, remember to get him to exchange 
them — they are in a pen-tray in the morning-room." 

Miss Barrymore promised ; and the morrow came, 
and precisely at the same hour as on the previous day, 
Almeric again went to his room, eventually to be followed 
by Miss Barrymore for money. He again placed on the 
table gold and notes to the amount of fifty pounds, and 
the " six-angel piece " by the side, ready to show to Zara, 
and with the intention of telling her how he became 
possessed of it, and how it had at last continued to 
remain stationary in a corner of his cabinet. Again, 
while waiting for her, he threw himself upon the sofa, 
and again he fell asleep. 

When Miss Barrymore at length entered the n)om, 
she did not disturb her brother, more wisely determining 
that it was much better he should stand a chance of 
being refreshed by a comfortable sleep, than of being 
annoyed and excited by a conversation with her on the 
subject of the lost " six-angel piece." She gathered up 
moneys and left the room ; but in so doing she had 
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toppled over the pile of gold that lay upon the notes, 
and in sweeping it off the table, took also the ^^aix- 
angel piece/' which had been placed at a little distance 
from the heap. She had made no noise, for the table 
was covered — Almeric, therefore, was not awaked. 

Very soon came the Jew to be paid for the purchases 
of the previous day. Miss Barry more remembered the 
foreign moneys, and took them from the pen-tray, and 
placed them on the table side by side with the gold and 
notes she had just received from Almeric. The heaps 
became slightly mingled, and in separating the English 
gold, she pushed the six-angel piece" into the mass of 
foreign moneys, without bestowing more thought upon 
it than that it was an unusually large and beautiful 
coin. The sharp eyes of the Jew saw, though she did 
not, something like a coin of rare value, but he offered 
a certain sum on the exchange of the foreign moneys, 
which Miss Barrymore at once accepted. When the 
Jew had an opportunity of fully examining the coin, 
he at once understood its value, and determined not to 
keep it in his own possession. Through one of his 
brethren it was immediately sent away from the town 
of Stowe-in-the- Valley, and eventually sold to the British 
Museum, where it is still to be seen by any lady or 
gentleman curious in the science of numismatics. 

Almeric did not awake from his comfortable slumber 
for some time ; but when he did at length open his eyes, 
as he did not see the money on the table, he did not re- 
member he had placed it there before going to sleep, the 
more especially as that, just as he began to yawn and 
stretch himself after his refreshing rest, he heard the 
handle of his room door turned very gently, and saw 
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Captain Fortescue enter noiselessly, who had been fore- 
warned by Miss Barrymore that probably he would not 
find Almeric awake. 

"I am afraid I have disturbed you/' said he. 

"No, indeed," said Almeric, jumping up; "I was 
indulging in a tremendous stretch — I am sure I ought 
to grow taller every day." 

" You have grown during your absence — ^you are two 
inches taller than you were six months ago." 

"Is Sarah here?" 

" No ; I left her at ' the Pines.' " 

But the conversation of the two gentlemen is not 
sufficiently interesting to record. 

Perhaps a week had elapsed after Miss Barrymore 
had disposed of " the six-angel piece," before Almeric 
again reverted to the subject of the coin. With his 
customary absence of mind, he had no recollection of 
having placed moneys for Miss Barrymore a second 
time; though he perfectly well remembered restoring 
both "the six-angel piece" and the moneys to his cabinet 
on the morning he had been sent for to receive Colonel 
and Mrs. Strickland. Miss Barrymore herself had told 
him she had taken the moneys while he slept ; that she 
had seen the Jew, exchanged the foreign moneys, and 
paid him his demand on their recent purchases ; but even 
of this he had no remembrance. 

" You live in the clouds, Almeric," said she, laugh- 
ingly. 

" I am afraid I do delight in a sort of dreamy musing, 
that is more pleasurable to myself than profitable to 
others," said he ; " nevertheless, Zara, pray come to my 
room and see at once the coin that has been the cause of 
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SO much annoyance to so well-ordered a residence as 
Heraldstowe." 

And together the brother and sister went to Al- 
meric's room. He unlocked his cabinet, as he said. 

" First, my dear sister, I will show you the coin, and 
then I will tell you of its marvellous love of change of 
place and 

But Almeric rubbed his eyes, and turned again to 
search his cabinet, for he could not see the famous coin 
in its old comer. Carefully he searched every part of 
the cabinet ; he called upon Zara to help him, and to- 
gether they left no nook or cranny unexplored ; but the 
coin was not there." 

" I know, Zara — know," said he, excitedly, " it is in 
the arm of Baron Almeric." 

" Good heavens ! what can you mean I You do not 
mean that the loss of this coin is connected with the 
barons in the hall ?" 

" Yes, I do, Zara ; and I will tell you all from be- 
ginning to end ; only another thought strikes me now, 
and I should like to know if my conjecture be right. 
Perhaps it has returned to its old niche in our grand- 
father's cabinet." 

" Almeric, how can such a thing be ? A coin has no 
power to go from one place to another unassisted." 

^' True, my dear sister, but there are numbers in this 
house, perhaps, both able and willing to assist a coin in 
its peregrinations from one place to another, as I can 
prove to you." 

Miss Barrymore, as she inwardly remembered her 
great ancestors in the hall, did not deny Almeric's state- 
ment. 
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" You have the keys, Zara, and grandpapa is taking 
his drive ; let us together search his cabinets, and — just 
for my own satisfaction — see if the coin has returned 
there." 

Very unwillingly did Miss Barrymore accede to this 
request. But she did at last consent to go with Al- 
meric, and they descended to the library and opened 
the cabinet from which the coin had been taken in the 
first instance. They could not find it. After a long 
search they were obliged to admit the coin was not 
there. Almeric wished to stop in the hall and examine 
the arm of Baron Almeric, but Zara persuaded him to 
" let the barons alone," and they returned to Almeric's 
roopi. And then he recounted to Miss Barrymore the 
history of the coin from beginning to end, and he ended by 
saying " it was of no use to deny facts that were so well 
known to himself. He did not mean to say he had 
absolute faith in ghosts, but then there must be some 
power at work to carry a coin about in this way." Miss 
Barrymore remained silent. In her own mind she was 
sceptical as to the whole account. She thought Al- 
meric was falling ill again, and with a heart full of dis- 
may, she turned dreadfully pale, and said not a word. 

" I myself let it drop in the rearbrace of the suit of 
armour that we call Baron Almeric. And if all the 
legends of the house of Barrymore be true, we may add 
another, viz., that the barons are known to play at 
' pitch and toss ' in the hall, for I found the ' the six 
angels' hidden at the feet of Baron Guy, and just be- 
hind his shield." 

"Do not tell me any more, Almeric," said Miss 
Barrymore, as a cold shiver passed through her frame. 
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She did not say " It is against all reason to credit what 
you say/' but she thought so. 

" It is all very well to say, * do not tell me any more.' 
I have told you all I know about the coin ; but were 
you troubled during my absence, Zara ?" 

" Not in the least/' and with an endeavour to shake 
off the morbid feelings that oppressed her in spite of her- 
self, she added, " there never were better behaved ghosts 
in all this world, Almeric." 

He now recounted to her the history of the murdered 
squirrels in the Park, which, as their deaths, poor little 
creatures, had nothing to do with the coin, he had not 
before mentioned. He spoke of these murders now, to 
prove that the Baron Almeric must have been a man of 
a cruel heart. 

Almeric, my dear brother, what are you sajring ? 
He it was who peopled the Park with squirrels of dif- 
ferent kinds, and, like you, he was fond of squirrels. 
And besides, I can clear up that mystery to you." 

And then she explained that the servant sent to in- 
form him of the arrival of the Fortescues and the 
Thorns had found him wuth the handsome squirrel on 
his arm, asleep under the trees where she had left him 
— that he had been obliged to touch him to awake him, 
and that by doing so he had alarmed the squirrel, which 
ran up the tree immediately, and that he himself awoke, 
uttering a loud cry of indignation. 

After a few moments of reflection, Almeric said, 

" Then the scene in the Park was a dream !" and he 
silently wondered how many more of the extraordinary 
circumstances he had known were dreams, and how 
many true ? But Miss Barrymore said, 



i 



140 



MAIDENHOOD. 



occupied the greater part of her time in talking about 
them, and relating all the curious legends connected with 
the house. When she died, no one ever after either 
heard or saw a ghost, because no one ever after spoke of 
them, or thought of them. Now let us act upon the 
same principle. I mean let us cease all talk on so tire- 
some a subject, and then the ghosts will die a natural 
death !" 

" I am sure I do not want to keep them alive, Zara. 
But yet I should like to have these strange things ex- 
plained." 

" You see, Alraeric, the age itself is now becoming so 
enlightened, I think the ghosts of all great houses must 
die now. I think they will be ashamed to show their 
faces against the learning and the research of these 
times. A ghost cannot do now as he did formerly — 
rouse the whole house by his noises, and make every one 
afraid to go to bed alone, or be in the dark for two 
seconds. The great learning of this age teaches us we 
have only * to look a ghost full in the face to conquer 
him,' and to send him back to his brotherhood. This 
was not known in former days, and accounts for the 
ghosts then having had so much power." 

It is recorded that Miss Barrymore's eloquence had a 
good effect upon her brother. He ceased to worry him- 
self about " coins," and barons, and ghosts — indeed, he 
was married very shortly afterwards, and perhaps then 
— he had something else to think of. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE MORS NOBLE THE MORE HUMBLE." 

THE Rector of Prellsthorpe, Mr. Cheetham, after 
Lord Danby's marriage, sought to exchange his 
living, and go to some distant county, where the dis- 
agreeable events that had so poisoned his life during the 
last few months might be unknown, and where Brenda 
might begin a new career, and perhaps take warning by 
her own bitter experience, and be more «asily guided by 
her parents for the future. 

But this plan was not put into practice. Lord Prells- 
thorpe, on returning to the Park, after having been 
present at the gay doings in London, now sought 
Mr. Cheetham, and tried to renew the intimacy 
between the two houses so unhappily interrupted 
by Brenda's foolishness. He entreated Mr. Cheet- 
ham to give up all idea of exchange, and wait until 
he should be able to offer him something more suit^ 
able to his learning, and to his desire for a quiet life, 
than Prellsthorpe Rectory. It was well known that 
Prellsthorpe was seated in the heart of a county famous 
for its princely hospitalities, its cheerful home parties, 
its pleasant gatherings, and happy re-unions ;*and besides 
these, it was also well known to the remaining counties in 

England that the county of Z still retained the 

pomp and display of former days, and did not " level " 
itself to the common level of other and less aristocratic 
counties. Foiu*, and even six horses to the carriages of 
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the gentry in the county of Z , were by no means 

uncommon ! 

Now, Mr. Qheetham, not only liked a quiet life, and 
plenty of time for his beloved books ; but he had no 
sympathy with pomp," and he hated " state " occasions; 
and therefore, all these things considered, perhaps the 

county of Z was not exactly suited to a man of his 

temperament. And the end of all this was that Mr. 
Cheetham did not attempt "to exchange." He cour 
sented to wait until his friend, Lord Prellsthorpe, could 
offer him something more worthy of his great learning 
and his love of retirement. 

But now we must " write up " the events that have 
occurred to the Maynooths. Mistress Nuala returned to 
Wolfscrag, after having deposited Grel at Prellsthorpe 
Rectory — and Mr. and Miss Maynooth went to spend 
some time with her. 

" You altered your mind about re-f umishing, Ray- 
mond f said Mistress Nuala. 

" No. I wish to refurnish ; but Almeric could not be 
left alone in a foreign land. I went off to him at a mo- 
ment's notice." 

" Then you will resume your plans shortly, I suppose ?" 

" No, I think not," said he, quietly. 

"There, aunt, I am right," said Miss Maynooth. 
" You see he does not mean to marry I" 

Raymond stroked his beard and smiled. Mistress 
Nuala sat silent. 

" You did make such a fuss at one time, Raymond," 
said Miss Maynooth rather pettishly. " I really had the 
strongest hopes that at last you were safely in love." 
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"And what, then, has dashed your hopes to the 
ground t" said he. 

"Because you have resumed your former steady 
demeanour, your practical ways, and your quiet life. 
And besides, I never, by any chance, hear you rave now 
of the * constancy ' of your beloved I I conclude she has 
jilted you." 

" What an unladylike word, Yolande ! I do not like 
^t from your lips. If one thing more than another is 
likely to spoil a woman's mouth, it is an ugly word. Ugly 
words are not pleasant in men, they are unpardonable in 
women, and unprofitable to all. But I have no objec- 
tion to tell you of * my beloved that is to say, if you 
mean to apply that epithet to the Lady Grel Stuart. 
She is still constant. No amount of smoke can possibly 
drive her away ! Her sweet importunity attaches me 
the more." 

" Importunity I" 

" Importunity, Yolande. What is there strange in 
that? I consider the woman whom no amount of smoke 
can drive away, * importunate,' and respect her accord- 
ingly!" 

Miss Maynooth turned to her aunt, and raised her 
eyebrows in speechless astonishment. But the old lady 
laughed till the tears rolled down her cheeks, as she said, 

" I agree with you, Raymond. Ladies, as a rule, do 
not like * smoke.' She must, as you say, be ^ importun- 
ate,' if she so greatly disregards so great an evil." 

Ah ! you encourage me, my dear aunt, and I thank 
you heartily for it. You see," continued he, stretching 
himself up in his chair, " I have a great deal to learn 
about women. I dislike a smattering on any subject. 
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and therefore I determine to study my new book tho- 
roughly. For I look upon woman, at this period of my 
life, as *a new book/ from which I cull beautiful thoughts, 
gain new ideas, and long to read the more, and turn over 
more and more pages every time I see her. I have al- 
ready learned by my study that a woman is the most con- 
stant creature in existence, or who lives and breathes ; 
that she can stand smoke as well as the best constructed 
chimney ; that she is an importunate being, and does not 
give a man an opportunity to forget her. Now said 
he, emphasizing the pronoun, " should blush for my own 
cowardice if I were not as constant as she, even though 
it may be that on trial I find this constancy a pull upon 
my own nature. And certainl}'^ I have every wish to 
emulate her in her importunity. But the oddity of the 
matter is, that in spite of this constancy on both sides, 
and my hearty desire to make the importunity equal, 
nay, I may say in the very face of them both, if I hap- 
pen to meet her and say, * good morning, how do you do V 
I then turn over another page in my book, and discover 
that a lovely young woman is as shy as a young fawn. 
In my own judgment, I think also she is just as much in- 
clined to run away. She does not ; because a woman is 
brought up to know the usages of society, and a fawn is 
not. Consequently, in the majority of cases, the fawn 
actually does run away ; the woman, with a courage that, 
considering her terror, does her justice, stands her ground. 
But what, again, is the use of standing her ground merely 
to hear one say, " Thanks, my aunt and sister are quite 
well ?" How is a man to reward a woman for such 
wonderful constancy, and such charming importunity, if, 
when he meets her, he is obliged to look as solemn as a 
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judge, and tarn his eyes up to the sky on purpose to 
give her an opportunity of saying very demurely, * I 
think we shall have rain/ although, at the same time, the 
sky is as clear and as heavenly a blue as heart can wish. 
I dare not contradict her. I say to myself, * Perhaps she 
knows better than I — she can see farther into heaven,' 
and so I give up that point. Oh 1 you may laugh," for 
the old lady again laughed until she wiped away her 
tears, but these things are almost enough to drive a 
man mad." 

" Why do you not settle the matter, and ask her to 
have you? Grel is very good-natured," said Mistress 
Nuala. 

Heavens and earth I Owe to her * good-nature ' 
what I would — ^You see, dear aunt, I do not dispute 
this good-nature, as probably clinging to the characters 
of all pretty and lovable women. But, on the whole, I 
do not think men like to take advantage of it. It is a 
very sterling quality is * good-nature,' but just at this 
particular period of my life I would rather she could 
interest herself in me through other qualities than her 
own absolute good-nature. I do not deny her good- 
nature, but as certainly I will not take advantage of it 
for my own selfishness. And then, you see, how can 1 
expect a shy little fawn like Grel, with her clear insight 
into heaven, to have a great rough bear of a fellow like 
me?" 

^* And why not, pray I I think lovable women like 
Grel often do take a fancy to great big men like you." 

"To ^ take a fancy' will not do — she could only amuse 
herself with a fancy — but to take me for better 
for worse, I humbly think, with proper care 
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might amuse me also. But, aunt, aunt, dear aunt," 
said he shaking his head, and putting on an air of great 
humility, " when I think of my own shortcpmings, and 
of her perfections, I am silent for the rest of the day." 

Here Mr. Maynooth arose, and, with a dejected air, 
left the room. 

" Now, aunt, is he not mad I Does he not talk utter 
folly I I cannot understand why you laugh. I see no- 
thing laughable in a young man of Raymond's intellect 
wasting his time in ^" 

" Well, my dear, perhaps, as you say, you do not 
understand, and I cannot say that there is much to laugh 
at, only I am amused by his odd speeches, and ^" 

Mr. Maynooth returned, and asked the ladies at what 
hour they would like to drive. 

" Raymond, come in," said Mistress Nuala, I have 
something to say." 

Mr. Maynooth shut the door, and reseated himself. 

"Faint heart never won fair lady," said Mistress 
Nuala. 

" Right, dear aunt, I have always said I would not 
have a faint heart. If I fell in love with that big little 
woman, our widowed Queen — God bless her 1 — I would 
not have a faint heart. I have always assured myself I 
would go in and win. Now that is the heavenly bom 
courage of the man, while he thinks himself wise — wise 
to meet and conquer the world." And he stretched him- 
self up to his full height as he spoke. " But when a 
man has discovered that he is not wise, when a man has 
a faint heart from a sense of his own unworthiness, would 
you have him take from a woman's good-nature that which 
Jiis own good qualities, such as they are, have no power to 
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win t Or can you tell him how to become more worthy, 
and so strengthen his heart 1" 
How are you unworthy ?" 

The old lady had put this question thoughtlessly, she 
repented as soon as she had spoken. 

" Ah 1" said he, as he slowly shook his head, when a 
man counts up his sins and follies, I do not think he 
cares much to make an expose of himself to his nearest 
and dearest relations. However, this much I may say : 
I have lived on this earth for five-and-thirty years ; and 
if I have compared myself with other men, I have not 
found myself, as a rule, unworthy of my place. But that 
charming little woman, Grel Stuart, looked at me, spoke 
to me : then I felt I was a fool. Until then I had looked 
upon myself as a wise man. You see I was mistaken ; 
the scales fell from my eyes ; something happened to my 
limbs — but what I cannot tell — my memory left me for 
a few seconds, and I buttoned up my coat. When I 
unbuttoned it I felt for the first time in my life that I 
was an absolute fool. I was greatly strengthened in this 
opinion by all that occurred to me in. the first twenty-four 
hours afterwards, and this idea has gradually gained 
ground with me. I do not blame her, God bless her, for 
this change in my estimation of myself ; I ought the 
more, and still the more to honour her for pulling the 
hidden springs of my heart and mind, and showing me 
myself in all my naked deformity. And so I am faint- 
hearted when I know myself to be a fool. Can I grow 
wisdom — the wisdom that will ever again make me 
think myself wise? But you drive at three, do you say I" 

" Yes, Raymond, at three," and Mr. Maynooth again 
left the room. 
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"What a hard matter it is to hoodwink women T 
said he, as he lighted a cigar and strolled on the 
lawn. "I wish they would let Grel and me alone. 
They will terrify her out of her senses if they talk to her 
as they do to me ; and I confess they make me vexed. 
I suppose, when I see my way, I shall speak. Such a 
deliciously shy darling cannot be expected to love a great 
big fellow like me all in a minute I I believe, if she 
thought there was the smallest chance that I should love 
her, or she me, that she would entreat to be taken to 
Siberia, in fear of the consequences ! Women always 
run away from diflSculties— or they wish to do — and 
perhaps in the end only stand their ground because of 
the requirements of society 1 It is true I have no rival. 
Danby and Almeric married, Hamilton booked !" Mr. 
Maynooth indulged in a sly chuckle as he thought of 
Mr. Hamilton. " That was my doing," continued he. 
" I felt sure, if Hamilton could only see enough of Zara, 
he might probably think she was fitted for the position 
of the future Mrs. Hamilton I There is something ex- 
tremely handsome and queenly about Zara. She isr just 
the one for Hamilton, and she will ' queen it ' at that 
splendid old Abbey, and do the houses of Barrymore and 
Hamilton full justice, and certainly become eventually 

* Queen of the County of Z P And so, as I said, 

Hamilton is safe, and I am comforted by the remem- 
brance of this. But for myself — at present I do not see 
my way. And I never act until I can feel sure of the 
result— or. morally sure. I would not give the smallest 
hint to that darling Grel of my own almost uncontrol- 
lable feelings, until I first catch her tripping, in those 
small unconscious ways, that I have learned, somehow, 
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belong to young maidens. When she cannot meet my 
eye without a blush, and yet when I dare to catch her 
eye again, and it is followed by the same result, but 
without anger on her part, I shall say to myself, ' Bay- 
mond, march on !' Ah 1 I know what I mean 1 — I know 
what I will do I And if I do not so press on at this 
most proper time, may I remain a fool for the rest of my 
mortal life, and may I never have a son to be the de- 
light of my old age, and to ^ press on,' like his father ; 
or a daughter, that shall be in all things as lovely, as 
pure, and as excellent as her mother, Grell — Grel 
Stuart now, Grel Maynooth in the future !" 

But Mistress Nuala and Miss Maynooth set off for 
their drive, and they agreed to go to Prellsthorpe Rectory, 
and see Grel. During their drive Miss Maynooth said, 

" Why should my * mad ' brother feel himself so un- 
worthy of Grel 1" 

" All men for the time being deify the women they 
love, and depreciate themselves. Raymond is ardently 
in love with Grel ; I am sure of it, though he tries to 
mystify us by talking nonsense. The more he can make 
. an angel of Grel, the happier he is himself, and the more 
humble in his estimation of himself." 

I think it very absurd. I can seldom understand 
half what Raymond says, when he gets into his rhapso- 
dies on women, and on Grel in particular I And then 
he looks just as serious as if he were talking sense of the 
best quality I" 

^Always treat tenderly Uhe rhapsodies,' as you call 
them, of men who are in love. It is — love is — a species 
of madness, and the less said of it the better. Of coiu^e 
such things must be — ^pre-ordained, no doubt, for our 
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good. You say, also, Eaymond's humility is ^ absurd !' 
Well, so it is, in a certain sense. Eaymond is a thorough 
English gentleman, fit mate for a queen. He is free 
from those vices that even in this age are practised by 
many. And then he is clever, and has a temper so gentle 
and kind, it is worth anything to a woman !" 

" Yes, he has seen the world, knows mankind well, 
and I know he is a generous-hearted, good tempered, 
and honourable gentleman, fit mate for any lady of high 
degree ; but I still think his humility, or pretended 
humility, absurd. And then, again, dear aunt, Grel is 
such a child ! He so learned, she so simple. I am really 
astonished !" 

" Very much of the charm to him lies in GreFs ex- 
treme youth and simplicity. Raymond is thirty-five, Grel 
but eighteen. Very suitable in point of age, my dear." 

" Do you think so But the carriage stopped, and 
the ladies were shown in. 

As will be anticipated, Grel was delighted to receive 

them, and the on dits of the county of Z were gone 

into. But at length Lady Grel told her own store of 
news, viz., that next week, the first week in December, « 
her Cousin Irene would return to Prellsthorpe. That 
she would be followed almost immediately by the Ladies 
Cristabel and Olga St. Vincent, the sisters of Lady 
Gwendoline, Lord Danby's bride ; that their brothers, 
Lord Tenterdon and Lord Basil St. Vincent, would be 
of the same party. And also Lord Spencer, and the 
Honourable Katharine, and the Honourable Walter 
Spencer, were expected; and Mr. and Mrs. Willoughby, 
and Mr. and Mrs. St. John ; in short, the Park would 
be filled from top to bottom before the arrival of the 
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bride and bridegroom, who were expected about the 
eighteenth. 

Grel's naive delight in all this influx of company was 
not lost on Mistress Nuala, who felt sure that Grel at 
least was heart-whole ; and in her own mind Mistress 
Nuala wondered what Raymond would do with so many 
rivals in the field ? She suspected he felt himself per« 
fectly free from these annoyances. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

" BUILDING CASTLES IN THE AIR." 

THERE was a great lull in the county of Z about 
the time that Mistress Nuala Maynooth called at 
Prellsthorpe Rectory, and had this news from the Lady 
Grel Stuart. Everybody hoping for something that did 
not happen, and each one marvelling at the dullness 
that had fallen on the county. All that the most spirited 
could do was to look eagerly forward to Christmas, and 
prepare for some events of importance then, that either 
ought to happen, or else some explanation must be given 
from somewhere, by somebody ; because it was becoming 
quite clear to the most unsophisticated that the county of 

Z could not exist in such stagnant waters. 

But at the beginning of December, as Grel had said, 

Prellsthorpe Park filled. The county of Z revived, 

opened its eyes in wonder, and let loose its many 
tongues in queries and rejoinders. It was said, " A more 
joyous party had never assembled anywhere than that 
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now under the roof of the Earl of Prellsthorpe !" And 
the county of Z fjreatly rejoiced in this fact. 

Raymond Ma3mooth was taken aback — that is to say, 
as his aunt and his sister had not thought proper to tell 
him of the large party expected to assemble at the Park, 
and as he had not heard a whisper of this news from 
any one, insensible man as he was generally supposed to 

be by the county of Z , and much more prone to 

take care of his beard than run after ladies. Who 
would think of telling him of the entree into the county 
of lovely young ladies, such as had never been surpassed 
even in that county, so famed for its beautiful women, 
or of handsome young men? And as no whisper of 
these events from any quarter had reached him, he was, 
to use his own words, "quite taken aback" at "the 
meet at Clendown. 

A perfect crowd of young ladies from all parts of the 

county of Z appeared at this meet at Clendown. 

The carriages of the nobility and gentry were numerous, 
and Raymond was riding carelessly up to the huge oak 
that stood on the south side of the down, where his 
groom, with his gallant hunter, was already standing 
awaiting his approach, when in the distance, from the 
Prellsthorpe side, winding gently down the hill that on 
that side separated the Park from Clendown, he saw a 
large cavalcade of ladies and gentlemen. He saw, too, 
that the Earl's carriage was already on the ground and 
filled with ladies. " Taken aback," as he felt he was, 
and yet, as he wisely said to himself, what could it 
matter to him? he took out his field-glass, and, under ithe 
shelter of the huge oak, he saw ten mounted gentlemen 
and four ladies. " Ah ! yes, I see, there are the two 
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lovely sisters," — he never would call them cousins — 
^ and, oh I despair, two gentlemen attending each sis- 
ter, one on each side. Well, this will never do," said he 
to himself; "what is the use of getting people out of 
the way, if others are to fill up the gaps immediately !" 
But he determined at once to make the best of it. He 
put up his glass, mounted, and rode straight to Lord 
Prellsthorpe's carriage, to greet the ladies there. The 
Countess herself was present, thinking, no doubt, the 
balmy air would do her good. She, with Mrs. St. John, 
Miss Spencer, and Lady Christabel St. Vincent, filled 
the carriage. The large party came up, walking their 
horses very quietly, but evidently in high spirits. Only 
Lady Irene saw Mr. Maynooth, and with diflSculty got 
near enough to him to have a word or two. Then he 
learned how full the Park was, " that Grel was of the 
party, and that the ladies meant ^ to follow ' as far as 
Windmill Brook. At that point the Earl would ride 
home with them, &c., &c." 

But the party from Prellsthorpe stopped before they 
reached Windmill ^rook, on account of "so large a 
field," and because they meant to call at Heraldstowe, for 
Sir Hildebrand and Miss Barrymore had been at the 
Park a day or two ago, and all the ladies longed to see 
that "handsome and dignified old gentleman again;" 
and fifome of the young gentlemen had been wonderfully 
taken with Miss Barrymore. 

But Raymond Maynooth rode on with "the large 
field" to Windmill Brook, and then he drew his. rein 
and looked round for the Prellsthorpe party. He was 
disappointed, there was not a single hat and feather left 
in all that splendid " field." He galloped to the nearest 
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rising ground, for " he did not care ^ to follow,' he did 
not feel inclined for such great exercise on this morn- 
ing,'' — at least, that was his excuse to himself, so he 
galloped to the nearest rising ground, and again with his 
glass gazed arouncj him. And there they were, scamp- 
ering along through the valley, a large party of ladies 
and gentlemen. Not the Earl only turned away from 
"the large field," but many other gentlemen on that 
particular morning had "followed" bright eyes and 
listened to dulcet voices, instead of " riding hard to be 
in at the death !" 

Raymond turned away, after watching the party out 
of sight ; and it is no fiction to say he allowed his fine 
hunter to go where he pleased — that is to say, anywhere 
on the turnpike road, for he kept him out of sight and 
sound of that exciting " field," and so he and his master 
walked quietly along the shady lanes. The master 
sighed very heavily and very frequently, and no doubt 
the horse sympathised and sighed too, if horses do sigh ; 
the one for the loss of all hope, the other that he had 
lost his long and exciting gallop ; for it is recorded, 
horses like hunting as well as their masters. 

Now, though in the plans of the Lady Irene it had 
been determined the party should call at Heraldstowe on 
that morning, as it happened they did not, fof they saw 
Miss Barrymore drive away from the Lodge gates before 
they came up. And then it happened that in a few 
days after the meet at Clendown, Raymond Maynooth 
called at Heraldstowe, only to encounter another dis- 
appointment. He went ostensibly to see Sir Hilde- 
brand ; but he was slightly fatigued, and Raymond was 
shown in to Miss Barrymore. From her he learned that 
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a large party from the Park had lunched there on that 
very morning. 

" Only two or three rode np to the house ; Lady Irene 
was afraid the party would be too large for grandpapa. 
But, as it happened, he was extremely well to-day. He 
sent down to the Lodge for those who were waiting 
there, and a very merry party we were at luncheon — 
both papa and 1 enjoyed the morning much. But you 
know them, Kaymoud f — the new comers, I mean f " 

"Not a soul — excepting only those two beautiful 
sisters." 

Miss Barrymore was not accustomed to Mr. May- 
nooth's rhapsodies ; and, moreover, was not aware that 
he habitually called the two Ladies Stuart sisters," 
though he knew they were only cousins. She therefore 
misunderstood him, and replied, 

" Yes, they are beautiful ; but Lady Irene and Lady 
Grel are more beautiful for that style of beauty — fair, 
with dark hair. Where did you meet the Ladies St. 
Vincent?" 

" You have not understood me — I do not know those 
ladies. I spoke of the two Ladies Stuart." 

" Have you not called at the Park?" 

" Yes, Zara ; but some people have luck, some have 
not. I was shown in to Lord Prellsthorpe." 

You have had quite a miss to-day, Raymond. They 
are really a joyous party — full of fun and frolic." 

Raymond knitted his brows and felt very serious. 

" Flirting, I suppose ?" said he, at length. 

" I cannot say that — no, it seems to me play, but then 
very enjoyable ^ play ' on both sides." 

" Yes — on the ladies' side as well as the gentlemen's." 
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Certainly. The ladies were full of playful, witty 
speeches, led by that very charming Mrs. Willoughby ; 
and, oh ! Raymond, Qrel Stuart is so much improved — 
she has lost all her 8h3mess, and much of her simplicity." 

Has she?" said Raymond, as he felt his heart swell 
with annoyance. 

" When did you see her last, Raymond ! Have you 
seen her since her return from abroad f I suppose yes, 
since she is so friendly with Aunt Nuala f " 

But Raymond sat silent, and, as it appeared, lost in 
thought. At length he said, 

" Why, Zara, I have not seen her above once or twice 
since you and Almeric dined at Wolfscrag, when she 
was on a visit to Aunt Nuala !" 

Nor had he. Though, when he knew she was in the 
neighbourhood, he contrived to meet her now and then, 
and say a passing good morning," that was all. 

^'Then you will find her improved, Raymond. I used 
to fancy you greatly charmed with Grel. But I sup- 
pose a fit of your old insensibility to the loveliness of us 
ladies has gradually crept over you, and you care no 
more for Grel now than you do for me 1" 

" Hamilton would not let me care for you, Zara, and 
80 I am fortunate in not having laid my heart at your 
feet ; and again, all men are not like Hamilton, able to 
win the woman they prefer." 

You desponding? You, Raymond Maynooth ! Ah 1 
you laugh I — yon laugh ! You are only amusing your- 
self with my simplicity." 

"Oh! Zara. Just think, now, ask yourself what 
darling of a woman would ever have me ? Bless you, I 
am much too unrefined to please the ladies !" and laugh- 
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ing, and shaking her hand heartily^ he took leave. 

Yes, 1 daresay she is improved," said he to himself, 
thinking of Grel. I have not mach chance with snch 
numbers of handsome men round her ; but I will not 
give her up. I will call at the Park to-morrow ; I will 
get up some grand parties at Mitreberris and Wolf scrag, 
and get Zara Banymore to help me with a ^ dinner,' or 
a * ball,' or a something, at Heraidstowe." * 

And while he thought of Grel he let his horse walk on 
just where he pleased, until he at length discovered 
he had left Heraldstowe through a wrong entrance, and 
now he was on the far side of the great wood of Thorny- 
Dyke, instead of — as he ought to have been — near his 
own home. 

"I will dismount and walk my horse through the 
coppice," thought he ; " that will be a short cut." 

He did so, but he had not gone many paces before he 
heard a shout, and looking back, he saw gentlemen on 
horseback close to the gate through which he had entered 
the coppice. 

Hollo 1 you fellow 1 come here 1" said one. 

" A pretty greeting that, to a man on his own ground," 
said he ; and then he raised his voice and said, What 
do you want?" 

The gentlemen beckoned to him ; and besides these 
close up to the gate, he now thought he saw several 
horses, and even " pretty hats and feathers." He put 
his bridle round the stump of a tree, and went back to 
the gate ; but before he reached it he saw he had fallen 
in with the Prellsthorpe party. 

"Ohl Maynooth, we are very glad to meet youl" 
said the Earl, as he shook Mr. Maynooth's hand heartily. 
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" We are lost, we cannot make out our whereabouts. 
How far are we from Prellsthorpe I" 

" Several miles," said Mr. Maynooth, shaking his head. 

" I was afraid so ; and the ladies are getting tired. 
But the fact is, we have been at Heraldstowe, where we 
enjoyed ourselves for a couple of hours, quite forgetting 
how time went on ; and then, to mend matters, took a 
wrSng turn somewhere. Can you help us ?" 

" Will you ride through the coppice with me ? It is 
a near cut, but, of course, a bad road " 

" In the face of that notice to trespassers ?" said the 
Earl, as he laughingly pointed to a large board. 

" We presume the * Lord of the Manor ' will be our 
guide !" said a lady, whom Lord Prellsthorpe introduced 
as " Mrs. Willoughby." 

" Yes," said Eaymond, with a handsome smile, as he 
now sought out his old friends one by one, and was 
gradually introduced to the remainder of the party, I 
will certainly pilot you, if you will allow me ; but then, 
I think, the ladies must consent to have their horses 
led." 

To dismount, do you mean !" said Lord Tenterdon. 

"No, that will not be needful; but the coppice is 
troublesome in places, and roots of trees are awkward 
things sometimes. Let each gentleman dismount, and 
lead a lady's horse." 

" But what shall we do with our own horses I" 

" I will call men from the field," said Mr. Maynooth. 

" But cannot we reach home without all this trouble?" 
said Mr. Spencer. "Surely we had better gallop on 
than break our necks over roots of trees ! And where is 
your new friend gone f " 
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" He is an old friend," said the Earl ; " and he Is gone 
into the field over there to get men to help us." 

" I am sure we had much better get along the road," 
said Mr. Spencer to Lady Irene. 

" It is full five miles round Thorny-Dyke wood, and 
then we should be some distancef rom Prellsthorpe. We 
are all tired, and, besides, Mr. Maynooth is just the man 
to put us right, and to tell us the short cuts." 

And now Raymond returned, and the horses of the 
gentlemen were delivered up to the labourers to be led, 
with many injunctions to " be careful," and many in- 
ward regrets on the part of the gentlemen that they were 
riding unattended, and that their own excellent grooms 
were not present to take charge of the animals. 

You will show us the way, Maynooth ?" said Lord 
Prellsthorpe. 

And may I have the honour of leading your horse!" 
said Mr. Maynooth to Mrs. Willoughby. But the Earl 
was by her side, and he replied for her. 

"I will see Mrs. Willoughby safe through. Take 
Grel's rein, Maynooth, she is one of the most timid, per- 
haps she will feel safe with one who knows the ground 
so well as yourself." 

"No, no, Grel, I shall lead you," said Lord Tenterdon. 

But Qrel shook her head at him, and bowing courte- 
ously to Mr. Maynooth, allowed him to take her rein, 
and the long cavalcade set off, two and two, the labourers 
following with the led horses. ' 

" How much do we save by this cursed road ?" said 
Mr. Spencer, who was leading Lady ChristabeFs horse, 
and who had entered the coppice immediately after Mr. 
Maynooth. 
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" Several miles," said Raymond. " You evidently took 
the north gate at Heraldstowe, and 

"But where are we now?" said Mr. Spencer, im- 
patiently. 

" Gutting through a mile and a half of coppice, to save 
- a ride of miles round Thorny-Dyke wood." 

" What a pity you do not make a road through this 
coppice, since it is so short a cut !" said Grel. 

" Perhaps I may, some day," said he. " I am glad , 
you had the courage to trust your horse to me. I thought 
perhaps you would not care to be in the hands of a 
^Bluebeard!'" 

Grel had forgotten for the moment the " Bluebeard 
chamber " at Wolfscrag ; but after a second or two of 
silence, she said, 

" Pray do not give yourself a ^ false title ' to me." 

" But you know I have a locked-up chamber some- 
where — where I keep ^" 

" Ah ! Mr. Maynooth — indeed I do not know what 
you keep there." 

" No. I thank you so much for not following Yolande's 
lead." 

" Then I do not deserve your thanks," said she, with 
pretty archness. " I have never ceased to regret my 
foolish sense of propriety on that occasion. I have the 
greatest curiosity to know what you have shut up there I 
Believe me, I am a true woman, with all a woman's 
faults." 

Since that memorable visit at Wolfscrag, Grel had 
discovered that " curiosity " was supposed to be a gift 
transmitted by Mother Eve to all her daughters. And 
as she really would like very much to know what sacred 
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Gods or Goddesses Mr. Maynooth kept hid from all 
eyes in "the Bluebeard chamber," she not only endowed 
herself largely — in this instance — with the gift of "curio- 
sity/' but added to that "all a woman's faults." 

Mr. Maynooth had evidently turned over a "new 
page " in that book he was studying with such ardour ; 
he therefore remained silent a second or two, and then 
said, 

" You have * the greatest curiosity to know V — and 
you mean me to believe that you are a ^ true woman/ 
because you have this great gift of ^ curiosity,' and ^ all 
a woman's faults I' Then as I have the greatest desire to 
show you what the room contains — and to gratify your 
womanly curiosity — ^will that make me a ^ true man ' in 
your judgment?" 

" You will show me what the room contains I" said 
Grel, with most naive astonishment, and not replying to 
his query. 

" 1 have always felt I was uncourteous to you on that 
occasion ; as my aunt's guest, I ought to have treated you 
' with more deference. My long sojourns with CaflSrs, 
wild Indians, New Zealanders, and many others, have 
made me become too bearish for civilized society. Do 
not you think so?" 

" No, I do not. But you will really show me your 
cabinet of curiosities f " 

She stooped as she spoke, and looked at him with — ^as 
he thought — so witching a smile, that he again felt a 
great desire to " button up his coat." He did not, how- 
ever ; he replied, 

" When will you come to see them ?" 

" You really mean to gratify me so much I" 

VOL. III. U 
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Grel was in great astonishment. She could not 
understand why he should, to all appearance, so will- 
ingly offer to show her now what he had prevented her 
seeing then. 

"Command me. I cannot refuse any request of yours." 

He raised his eyes as he spoke ; she was looking down 
smilingly upon him, when suddenly her veil fell, and he 
saw no more. 

If he had seen the roseate blush that covered her face, 
perhaps he would have drawn his own inferences from 
it. He did not ; and walked on, unconscious of his own 
power over Grel. 

Now Grel had been disturbed in the same way as had 
happened to her beforetime, a sort of something in Mr. 
Maynooth's voice had touched some sensitive terve, 
and with a slight movement of the head her veil fell, and 
concealed from the large and liquid-looking eyes of Mr. 
Maynooth, those feelings that might probably have been 
read in her face. 

" What a blessing I wear a veil," thought she, but 
rallying she said, " You are too gracious ! And who 
may be allowed to chaperon me on so auspicious an oc- 
casion t" 

" I must ask you to name the lady you prefer." 

" I prefer that all shall go — all of us," she laughed as 
she spoke ; " I prefer that all the ladies now staying at 
Prellsthorpe shall go with me." And then she laughed 
until she stooped almost low enough to touch her horse's 
head, because she knew she was taking an unfair ad- 
vantage of his good-nature. 

"They shall all go," said he, in firm tones, as he 
fiiarvelled at the odd sort of request. 
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Yoa do not mean itf" said she again in naive sur- 
prise. 

" Then, why should I say so!" 

" What, all 1 Irene, and Christabel, and Katharine, 
and Olga, and I cannot tell how many more f " 

You will not be oflfended if I ask you a question ?" 
" Certainly not." 

" Are you serious in wishing to take so many of your 
friends?" 

^ Ah 1 Mr. Maynooth, I thought you did not mean to 
keep your word !" said she, in a tone of disappointment. 

" You wrong me," said he, and the tone of his voice 
was rather more stem and proud than he intended. 
**No true gentleman ever breaks his word. I will 
keep it. You and your lady friends, ^all those who 
are now staying at Prellsthorpe,' shall be shown the 
apartment that has excited your curiosity — if you will 
honour me by fixing a day." 

am ashamed of myself," said Grel truthfully, but 
in such low tones he heard her not. 

She drew a long breath and wished to speak— she 
could not tell what to say. Mr. Maynooth silently led 
her horse; and the pleasant conversation, which they 
had both enjoyed so much, was suddenly stopped. 

"Grel, dear," asked Christabel, "have we much 
farther to go on this terrible road ! " 

"Half a mile, perhaps," said Mr. Maynooth; and 
taming to Grel he added, " Are you very tired !" 

He was thinking how soon he must resign his present 
happy position, and the tones of his voice became un- 
consciously very tender. 

" Oh I no, I am not tired, I am ashamed, vexed with 
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myself — that has made me silent. I really wish to thank 
you for yoor great courtesy in permitting me to take my 
friends to Wolf scrag ; only, somehow — have been rude 
to accuse you wrongfully ; especially when I so much 
wish to thank you." 

" I do not deserve thanks ! It is a great pleasure to 
me to gratify your curiosity ; only I admit it was not 
quite fair to doubt my word." But he spoke with a smile. 

"Indeed, I do not doubt you ; on the contrary, I have 
the greatest faith in you." 

Maidenhood " was in such a hurry to do away with 
her past rudeness that, unintentionally, she boldly 
stepped on, and made a sudden breach in decorum, by 
acknowledging " she had the greatest faith in him." 

^^anhood" treasured up the slip, and felt he had again 
turned over a new page in the book he prized so much. 
"Maidenhood" was not even yet satisfied that her 
apology was sufficient — for she added, with great sim- 
plicity, and certainly with truthfulness, 

" When I was at Wolf scrag, I very soon found out I 
might rely on the truthfulness of all you told me." 

Mr. Maynooth smiled graciously, but he inwardly 
wondered if she had expected him " to tell falsehoods !" 

" Some always say things that arrest one's attention, 
and that we like, and some never seem to say or do 
anything right." 

Grel was at this epoch in her young life silently com- 
paring Mr. Ma3mooth with her cousin, Lord Danby. 

" I hope I did not belong to the latter in your opin- 
ion ?" said he, eagerly. 

" No, no 1" shaking her head — " you were of the 
former." 
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Mr. Majnooth bowed with a slightly mocking air, 
and then " Maidenhood " awaked to the fact that she 
had said more than she intended, and again was she 
thankfol to that "little veil," which concealed the 
expression of so much that she was ashamed to feel. 
But she rallied, in the fear of having " such feelings " 
sospected. 

" And I may bring all my friends !" 

" Your lady friends." 

" Christabel," said Gkrel, turning on her horse, " we 
are all to go to Wolfscrag to see such wonderful 
things 1" 

"Perhaps there is not anything wonderful," suggested 
Mr. Maynooth. 

" How very disappointing 1" said Grel. 

" Tell me what you expect to see." 

" First, I e::|pect to see a most lovely view, because, 
from the door where I stood, I could see the trees and 
the river." 

" You are right," said he, interrupting — " that room 
has the most beautiful view to be seen at Wolfscrag, 
and yet Wolfscrag has no tame view — on all sides it is 
charming." 

"I know it," said she, "and I do so admire fine 
scenery." 

" Here we are through our troubles," said he, as they 
came to the end of the coppice. 

" Troubles ! — am sure it has been quite pleasant to 
me. 

"Maidenhood" knew afterwards that she certainly 
had had very unguarded moments. 
- "Will you credit me if I say it has been a great 
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pleasure to me to lead you safely through the coppice t" 
said he. 

I must not doubt your word a second time." 

The party by degrees assembled. 

" Maynooth, when will you cut a road through that 
coppice ?" said Lord Prellsthorpe. 

" Some time or other perhaps I may think of it." 

"It would be a capital thing for this part of the 
county." 

" Will you ride through a f^ of my fields on the 
other side of the road ? It is a very short cut hence to 
the Abbey, then through the Abbey grounds home you 
would save " 

" By all means," said the Earl, " if you will show us 
the way." 

The gentlemen mounted, the labourers were dis- 
missed, and Raymond took them another " short cut," 
to the surprise of all the gentlemen, and to the great 
satisfaction of the ladies, who entered Prellsthorpe Park 
very much tired with their long morning's work. 

CHAPTER XV. 

MAIDENS SHOULD BE MILD AND MEEK, SWIFT TO HEAB, AND 
SLOW TO SPEAK." 




S the party rode through Prellsthorpe Pstrk up to 
. the house, the ladies clustered round Grel. 



" Grel, dear, what are we to see at his place t" said 
Christabel. 

" A lovely view, and a river, and fine. trees," said Grel. 
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" Who cares for such things ?" said Katharine 
Spencer. " Why, we see lovely views, and rivers, and 
trees every day of our lives. I thought he said some- 
thing about a * Bluebeard chamber.' " 

" But he did not mean that," said Grel, deprecating- 
ly, and half afraid of " pretty queries," if she admitted 
the fact of a " Bluebeard chamber." 

" Grel, do not be so absurd !" said Irene. " Mr. 
Maynooth told me himself he should be happy if we 
would fix our own day for gratifying our well-known 
curiosity, and that we should all owe the pleasure of a 
peep into the ^ Bluebeard chamber ' to my sister Grel." 

The ladies laughed. 

" As if he would say what he did not mean on such * 
an occasion 1" said Christabel. 

" Grel, dear, is that very handsome Mr. Something a 
real Bluebeard ?" said Olga — " he is so handsome." 

" I am quite sorry I ever thought of taking you all to 
see his cabinet of curiosities — he is no Bluebeard." 

" No, darling Grel, he cannot be. Do not be put out 
of temper; we entirely credit all that you say," said 
Olga ; " and we see he has a long silky-looking beard 
— not at all blue — very becoming, and amazingly at- 
tractive I" 

Again the ladies laughed, and Olga resumed — 
" What eyes he has I — most wonderful eyes ! — ^just 
the very colour of the forget-me-not. And then so 
tall — a perfect marvel of a man I Why has he never 
appeared to our gracious selves until this moment ? I 
like tall men, and men with such beards and such eyes." 

But Grel neither liked the many queries, nor the 
continued mirth of her lady friends, nor, upon reflec- 
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tion, did she like the remembrance of her own words, or 
her own behaviour to Mr. Maynooth. She entered her 
dressing-room, seated herself, and covered her face with 
her hands, as she recalled all she had so impulsively said 
to him. After a few moments of silent thought, she 
pulled off her hat, and turning, saw herself reflected in 
a mirror. 

"What a fright I am 1 — really grow more and more 
ugly every day of my life 1 And then I do behave so 
ill to him 1 I cannot think what possesses me. First I 
tell him he will not keep his word, and then 

But Grel once more hid her face, and inwardly 
acknowledged that somehow there was a something in 
* Mr. Maynooth that, in her judgment, was different 
from all other men in the world. She did not wish to 
feel subdued by the sound of his voice ; but truthfully 
to herself, she must acknowledge that she did. She 
knew she felt herself " blush " when he fixed his eyes 
upon her. This she did not wish to do, and she knew 
it was wrong ; but somehow, in spite of this knowledge, 
the fact stared her in the face — she did blush, and 
her little veil was a great comfort to her. Grel 
summed up her self-examination by coming to the 
conclusion " that she was liable to more slips and errors 
than the rest of the sisterhood." But her reverie was 
interrupted by her maid. 

"Oh I milady, so late as it is," and stopping and 
gazing shrewdly on Grel^ "and milady is not well," 
said Mademoiselle Celeste ; for Grel had her French 
maid when she herself became bridesmaid to Gwendoline. 

" I am tired with my long ride." 

" Ah 1 tire," said the maid, with a searching look. 
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The business of the toilette commenced, but poor Orel 
continued inwardly to reproach herself for her un- 
maidenlj conduct; she as)ced herself if this could be 
called " falling in love f " — she hoped not ; indeed, she 
blushed as she silently put the query to herself, and 
Mademoiselle Celeste saw her. Grel saw that the maid 
was watching her, and then she put her hand to her 
brow. 

"Milady shall have de salvolatile," said Celeste, 
searching for it. But Grel arose, and to hide the tears 
that had now forced their way down her cheeks, she 
bathed her face and eyes with cold water. "Ye-es, 
milady tire, and milady have de headaches ; milady have 
de salvolatile, and she shall be well." 

Grel did as she was required, though longing to throw 
herself on the bed and weep, instead of going down to 
dinner and having to talk about everything and try to 
appear happy, when she was really ashamed of her 

slips and errors," and quite unhappy. 

" Milady shall wear de pink — ^it shall relieve de pallor." 

Grel did not care what she wore. Her toilette com- 
pleted, she seated herself dejectedly opposite a mirror, 
and played with her fan." 

" Milady shall not sit long — a little laugh and talk 
do milady good." 

Obedient as a child, Grel arose and left the room. 
And then Mademoiselle Celeste hurried down to her 
compeers. 

" What havfj you been doing with milady, Fran9oist 
Where you been I" 

" I have not been out to-day." 
"Milady is in love, Fran9ois I" 
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" It would be strange if she were noi;, Celeste ; all the 
ladies in the house are in love." 

" Do not tell me thing like, that without the names, 
Fran9ois. Tell me the lords that love the ladies?" 

But Fran9ois was hard-hearted, and if he knew " the 
lords who loved the ladies," he would not tell. 

^' Oh ! Grel, you little ghost," said Katharine Spencer, 
as she met Grel in the corridor. 

By this time Grel had discovered that it would not do 
to sit and mope — she would have all kinds of sym- 
pathies, and many prying questions to answer ; and that, 
in spite of her susceptibility to impressions, and also in 
spite of her own conviction of her own numberless 
errors, she must rouse herself, and put a good outward 
face on the subject. 

" I am so tired — I think the long ride has had some- 
thing to do with it," said Grel, trying to rally. 

" Of course, dear ; and you have a headache, and " 

Who has a headache ?" said Lord Prellsthorpe, 
coming forward, for they had by this time entered the 
drawing-room. 

" Grel — she has such a headache, and is so tired," said 
Miss Spencer, mimicking Grel. 

" And, my dear uncle, would not Katharine be tired, 
very tired, and have a most excruciating headache, if she 
had had to amuse Mr. Bluebeard for a full half hour, as 
I had?" 

" Yes, my dear ; it is more than probable, for ^ Mr, 
Bluebeard,' as you call him, is a very learned man," and 
the Earl seized Grel by both hands and held her fast, 
kughing, at what in his own mind he thought " such 
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pretty playfulness of manner" in Grel; whereas it was 
only a well-got-up ruse on the part of " Maidenhood." 
She had determined to lead the way with Mr. May- 
nooth's name, the better to hide her sensitiveness if he 
were spoken of unexpectedly. She felt she could much 
more bravely carry on a conversation with her uncle for 
her champion, if she could first escape being "victimised" 
by the sound of Mr. Maynooth's name when she was un- 
prepared for it, 

" And so you call Mr. Maynooth * Bluebeard' ? — he is 
very handsome, my dear," said Lord Prellsthorpe/ 

" Handsome 1 — dear me, yes ; we ladies all acknow- 
ledge that, do we not, Katharine f said Olga. 

" Yes ; 1 wonder now if he popped from the clouds!" 
said Katharine ; " he seems to be a most desirable partner 
for a good gahp^ 

" We must call at Wolf scrag to-morrow, papa," said 
Irene. 

" Of course, my dear ; he really did us a great service 
to-day." 

"But this atrociously handsome Bluebeard has not 
called here since our arrival/' said Christabel. 

" Yes, he has," said the Earl ; " I have had him all to 
myself." 

"How dreadfully selfish," said Olga; "to think of 
pocketing Bluebeard in that way." 

"But, now, do tell me, how has he contrived to ac- 
quire so terrible a sobriquet ?" said Lord Tenterdon. 

" Grel must enlighten us," said Mrs. Willoughby. 

"Grel, darling, do oblige T.? — tell him all about 
Bluebeard?" said Olga. 

" He has a wonderful room !" said Grel, trying to smile. 
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" Locked up ?" said Mrs. Willoughby. 

" Locked up," said Grel, demurely. 

" But how do you know so much about this handsome 
Bluebeard, my dearf said Lord Prellsthorpe. 

" He is nephew to that dear old Mistress Nuala May- 
nooth, you have always admired so much, dear papa," 
said Irene. 

" Yes, my dear, I know that ; but what has that to do 
with Grelf 

" Why, you dear, forgetful papa, do you not remem- 
ber Grel went abroad with Mistress Nuala, and of course 
had more means of knowing about this handsome Blue- 
beard than any of us," said Irene. 

" Ah I yes, I do remember," said the Earl ; " but I 
thought Mr. Maynooth remained at home." 

^' And Sir Bluebeard was of the party, Lady Grel V 
said Mr. Willoughby. 

" No," said Grel, with a pretty shake of her head ; 
her courage rising as she felt the discussion was be- 
coming general. I have not seen Sir Bluebeard, as 
you call him, from before the time that I went abroad 
until to-day — that is, not to have any conversation with 
him." 

" But we must not miss the history of the ' Bluebeard 
chamber,' — you seem to know all about that, Grel," said 
Mrs. Willoughby. 

" Indeed, I am as ignorant as yourself," said Grel. 

*^ Grel, you told me there was a charming view," said 
Christabel. 

" A view of the park and the river, yes ; but I only 
stood at the entrance of the room, and could not see 
much," said Grel. 
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"Do you mean, Orel, that there is really a 'Blue* 
beard chamber' at Wolf scrag?" said the Earl. 

There was a pause of a few seconds, and Grel began 
to feel her position getting uncomfortable, but at length 
she said, 

If you say there is a Bluebeard, I suppose he has his 
chamber, and locked up, or else all the nursery tales are 
tmtrue." 

"No, no," said Lord Tenterdon, "explain, if you 
please," 

The Earl was standing on the hearth-rug, the ladies 
generally seated; some gentlemen standing here and 
there, some seated. Grel went up to the Earl, and taking 
his arm, said, 

" I cannot make a speech unless you will protect me." 

" I will protect you, my dear Grel," said he laughing, 
" and make the speech for you if you like, only you must 
tell me what to say." 

" When I was staying at Wolf scrag," began Grel. 

" Brava !" said Lord Basil St. Vincent, who had just 
entered the room, and had not heard the previous dis- 
cussion. 

" Tell them I cannot be interrupted," said Grel to the 
Earl, who duly delivered this caution, and moreover 
averred that if the lady were interrupted a second time, 
she would not speak at all. This threat had so decided 
an effect that then a dead silence fell on the room, and 
GreFs courage failed entirely. 

" Shall I begin for you ?" whispered Lord Prellsthorpe. 

" When I was at Wolfscrag, Miss Maynooth took me 
over the house," said Grel, " and I saw the wonderful 
octagon chamber, and many other wonders. At the door 
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of course there were the usual number of oflScers to each 
corps. Captain Fortescue, though a post-captain, said 
" he could pick off his man when he chose," and he be- 
came captain of the Stowe-in -the- Valley, Raymond 
Maynooth was captain of the Thomey-Dyke, and a Mr. 
Somebody Something Captain of the Prellsthorpe. 

The county of Z deplored long and loudly that 

their dearly-beloved and favourite old colonel must have 
nothing to do in these rifle days. It was not fair to the 
county that he should be put on the shelf, and if he 
would not be colonel of any corps, the Stowe-in-the 
Valley, or any other more suitable, the county deemed 
that he ought to have the command of the whcJe. 

A deputation went to Heraldstowe with the wishes 
and prayers of the county to make this offer to Sir Hilde- 
brand. But the county was doomed to disappointment. 
Sir Hildebrand assured them " he felt honoured by their 
preference, and delighted with their remembrance of the 
days when he was colonel. In point of fact, he knew a 
good deal about swords, and the broad-sword exercise 
was once a favourite amusement with him, but of rifles he 
knew next to nothing. He had two or three "old Joes " 
somewhere, but he bad not used even them for many 
yearis. No, he must decline the rifles. It was true he looked 
upon the formation of rifle corps as a step in the right direc- 
tion. He was also glad to see that the Rifles of the county 
of Z had already taken high ground. They were first- 
rate marksmen, able to win all the great prizes now, and, 
he concluded, to pick off their men then. But no, they 
must excuse him, he could not accept military rank 
again.'* 

The good old gentleman could not fail of seeing great 
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disappointment impressed on the features of the depata- 
tion, and to soften this as much as possible he added, 

" That if on days of ceremony the Rifles of the county 
of Z thought proper to honour him by their attend- 
ance — as on former occasions his lads had done — he 
could only say that by so doing they would bring back 
to his memory the dear old days when his lads were the 
finest regiment of militia in the British Islands. And 
on such occasions he should consider the Rifles as taking 
the place of his lads, and treat them accordingly." 

Some people say and do wonderful things, for the sake 
of the popularity arising therefrom. Sir Hildebrand 
never did this. He spoke from the heart, and without a 
thought of popularity. But nothing he could have said 
or done could have made him more popular than this 
speech. The deputation left Heraldstowe unsuccessful, 
it is true, but with the joy in their hearts that the Rifles 
might have the privilege of attending Sir Hildebrand on 
occasions of ceremony. The county knew full well how 
state had fallen out of fashion all over England. As we 
have before said, the carriages of the nobility and gentry 

in the county of Z were commonly seen with four 

horses. On days of ceremony with six horses, out-riders, 
new emblazonments, and state liveries. But tlie county 

of Z were aware this state of things was gradually 

melting away in most other counties, and they prided 
themselves, accordingly, in still being able to do things 
as they were always done in the good old times, and as 
they ought to be done now. 

In the next county Sir Jeremy Didler had been high- 
sheriff. He went to the assizes in a brougham, without 
any attendants, just as he ordinarily drove about on any 
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or every day in the year. The county of Z turned 

up all their noses at once ; and the ladies were heard to 
say, ^'That if Sir Jeremy Didler came to the Landes- 
wold balls, they would * cut himT" Sir Jeremy must 
have heard some whisper of this resolution on the part of 

the ladies in the county of Z ^ for he was never 

afterwards seen in the Landeswold Ball-room. Sir 
Jeremy's friends in the next county said, "That Sir 
Jeremy did not care for dancing," and there the matter 
ended. 

Soon after the deputation to Heraldstowe, of which 
we have made mention, " The Chronicle of the County 
of Z a paper with an immense circulation, an- 
nounced amongst the list of sheriffs for that year, " Sir 

Hildebrand Barry-Barrymore for the county of Z 

And then spread the joyful tidings from one end to the 
other of the county "that their dear old sheriff was 
coming once more I" For Sir Hildebrand had been so 
many times sheriff, he had acquired quite a right to the 
title of " The dear old sheriff for the county of Z !" 

And now mammas put their wise old heads together 
in expectation of the sheriff and his train, and young 
ladies were in ecstasies at the magnificence of the pros- 
pects so suddenly laid open to their view. " The Landes- 
wold Hotel," "The County of Z Arms," "The 

Mitre," " The Angel," with many minor places of ac- 
commodation, commenced that spring cleansing, paint- 
ing, and " setting a good face upon all things," that is 
necessary from time to time, even in the best regulated 
establishments. Private houses in the High Street of 
Landeswold painted right and left. It was indeed said 
•by some one, on this emergency, that if the painters had 
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not bestirred themselves like " bricks," and stuck to 
their colours like beans," the town never could have 
been ready for the grandest and noblest old sheriff ever 
known to come in a new coach, on a state occasion ! 
But the town — and we record it with a feeling of great 
respect for Landeswold — was ready. And on the aus- 
picious morning, in expectation of the approach of the 

high-sheriff for the county of Z , every window 

in every house in " the High " was full of heads. People 
might have walked on the heads of the crowds standing 
on the pavement. The roofs of the houses were covered 
with living beings. The very chimneys were clung 
round by ardent people, on the look out for the dear old 
sheriff. 

Now the two adjoining counties had superciliously 
hinted that Sir Hildebrand was too old for state. And, 
besides, state coaches, state liveries, and some said even 
the affairs of the state, were little thought of in these 
days. Plain sailing, plain speaking, and no trouble 
about anything, was the order of the day. Plain one- 
horse broughams were very useful, and state was of no 
use. And then, again, in days like the present, when 
everything must make way for something else, it was 
only folly, sheer folly, to think that state must not give 
place, as better things had done. It was of little use, in 
these days, for a man to think more of himself because 
of his ostentation ; oh, indeed, all that fuss was super- 
ceded by good common sense ! 

The county of Z heard I For several days after 

the f ulmination of the above philippic from the adjoining 

counties, the county of Z had remained silent to a 

man — it was said, also, to a woman ; and accordingly 

1^1 
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that fact is preserved in this truth-telling chronicle. But 

when, at last, the county of Z did open their 

mouths, they were known to say, with perfect faith in 
their own words, " That their dear old sheriff would out- 
shine himself, if he could, God bless him !" It is said 
the ladies wept beforehand, in the absolute certainty of 
the coming in state of their dear old sheriff ! And they 
clapped their hands — also beforehand — in the moral 
certainty of the humbling defeat of the adjoining coun- 
ties. Some thought the month of April was "very 
late " this year. They thought so, because they were so 
eager to prove themselves in the right. Some fretted 
because the weather continued so cold, and they wished 
for warm and genial breezes to greet the dear old sheriff. 
But suddenly 

»**Pea! Pea! PeaT said the Httle peabird ; 
And as soon as the children hear it, 
' The cuckoo is coming,* say they, * for we heard 
Down in the valley the little peabird 

And the cuckoo came, songstress harbinger of fine 

warm weather. The entire county of Z cried 

" cuckoo " from morning to night, to express their de- 
light at so happy an advent. 

" The cuckoo is come," said one. " Ah ! I always 
said the weather would be warm, for the sake of our 
dear old sheriff." 

" Have you heard the cuckoo ?" said another. 

" Yes, indeed I have. What charming weather ! I 
heard the cuckoo a week ago. What brilliant sunshine! 
I always knew the sun would shine on his dear old head!" 

And so it did. And now the long-looked-for day 
came. The' mayor and corporation of the town of 
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Landeswold, and the gentry living on that side of the 
county, were seen to set off early to meet the high-sheriff. 
The gentry on the other side of the county followed in 
his train. And so when the High " was, as we have 
said, crowded to its uttermost, from the pavement to the 
chimney-pots, 

" Great expectations " were suddenly realized, as they 

were sure to be in the county of Z , for " Sir Hilde- 

brand was coming in state! " 

Now there had been a whisper that the three captains 
of the three Rifle corps belonging to the immediate 
neighbourhood of Heraldstowe had had " words," and 
some kind of dispute had arisen about the " privilege " 
of being nearest to Sir Hildebrand's person. The three 
captains had contended for the honour long and loudly. 
Sir Hildebrand himself settled the question. It was 
the duty of his " javelin men " to be near his person. 
Captain Fortescue bowed and retired ; Raymond May- 
nooth did the same, and the third Captain did the 
same. 

The javelin men " were farmers on the Heraldstowe 
estate, each wearing a " new state livery," and each 
taking a pride in riding a good horse of his own, each 
man carrying a long stave or javelin. And so, as the 
grand cortige neared " the High," first came two trump- 
eters in the Barrymore livery, the silken banners to 
the trumpets displaying the Barrymore arms, braying 
and flourishing all up " the High;" then twenty mounted 
" javelin men " in the Barrymore livery. On each side 
of the javelin men marched the Stowe-in-the- Valley 
Rifles. Then came " the dear old Sheriff " in his state 
carriage drawn by six horses^ his grandson Mr* Barry- 



182 



MAIDENHOOD. 



more, and his lovely grand-daughter Miss Barrymore in 
the carriage with him. Ten javelin men followed the 
Sheriff's carriage, and then came Mr. Mayor and the 
under-Sheriff, and all the carriages of all the nobility 

and gentry in the county of Z . On each side 

marched the Prellsthorpe and Thorny-Dyke Kifles. The 
Rifles from other parts of the county marched on each 
side of the carriages of the gentry, until the long cortSge 
came to an end. And the ladies in the windows of 
" the High " waved their handkerchiefs, and th« people 
shouted, and the bells rang, and the dear old man 
bowed, now on this side, now on that. Such was Sir 
Hildebrand Barry-Barrymore's entrance into Lahdes- 
wold as " High Sheriff for the County of Z- — in 
the year 18 — . 

The next day the "court" must be opened. And 
Sir Hildebrand, with the same state, trumpeters, javelin 
men, rifles and gentry preceding and following his car- 
riage, set off to meet " my Lord Judge." Mr. and Miss 
Barrymore were not with him on this day. The people 
in " the High," all who had time and strength, had left 
Landeswold early, and gone to the edge of the adjoin- 
ing county, there to see the meeting between the two 
sheriffs. The High Sheriff for the adjoining county 
brought "my Lord Judge" in his carriage to the 
border of the county of Z— — ("my Lord Judge" 
might have been the present Chief Baron, but in the 
absence of reliable evidence this fact cannot be re- 
corded), there to be received by the " High Sheriff " of 
that county, and taken by him to Landeswold to " open 
the Court." And it is said that " my Lord Judge " was 
seen coming from the adjoining county with the High 
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Sheriff in a. common brougham ! No javelin men in 
state liveries, no trumpeters to " flourish and bray," no 
gentry either surrounding or following the brougham ! 
It was also said "the Mayor and Corporation were 
behind in a hack-chaise;" and it was thought neither 
Mr. Mayor nor his Corporation could have been very 
large if one hack-chaise was sufficient I 

The people from " the High " opened their eyes wide, 
and they also made good use of their tongues. It is 
reported they said, " There were no new state equipages, 
and but few horses; no javelin men and no state 
liveries, no rifle corps and no nobility and gentry in the 
adjoining county." That speech by the people from 
" the High " is remembered with bitterness by the ad- 
joining county to this day. 

But the state equipage of the High Sheriff for the 

county of Z stopped. This was some miles from 

the town of Landeswold. The javelins kept their horses 
quiet, the Rifles looked on — perhaps they presented arms, 
but this is uncertain — the carriages of the gentry drew 
up on one side, and the dear old Sheriff descended from his 
own splendid carriage, went up to the shabby brougham, 
shook hands with the High Sheriff of the adjoining 
county, and " my Lord Judge " was then introduced to 
Sir Hildebrand Barry-Barrymore, the High Sheriff for 

the county of Z , who requested his lordship to 

honour him with his company. " My Lord Judge" then 
left the small old brougham, and entered the magnifi- 
cent equipage of the High Sheriff of the county of 

Z y and then the cortege was again put in motion as 

before. 

And every day, so long as the assizes at Landeswold 



184 MAIDENHOOD. 

lasted, did the trumpeters trumpet, and the javelin men 
guard the state coach, containing the High-Sheriff and 
"my Lord Judge," and cluster round the doors of the 
Court of Assize and keep the way ; and the Rifles march 
by the side of the coach on going and returning from 
the Court, and the " High " look on, and the ladies clap 

their hands, and the county of Z plume themselves 

upon the event. 

It must also be recorded that on this exigency many 
of the Rifle corps had pitched huge tents outside of the 
town — for although Landeswold had all its hotels 
crammed full from top to bottom, still not half of the 
rifles or the gentry could be accommodated, and many 
of the latter were compelled to drive to their own homes 
each night, and return to Landeswold the next morning. 

There were dinners everyday — that is to say, "state" 
dinners. Either "my Lord Judge" dining with the 
High-Sheriff, or the Sheriff dining with the Judge, or 
Captain Somebody inviting both the Judge and the 
Sheriff, and many more " dinners " than can possibly be 
recorded. 

The calendar was not a heavy one, and there were no 
criminal cases ; and this was a great relief to the feelings 

of the excellent county of Z , for, though they did 

not choose to resign their state equipages and liveries 
and other kinds of state, as their " snobby " neighbours 
the adjoining counties had done ; and though they would 
not be persuaded to follow the pattern of three-fourths 
of the rest of old England, and do away with their 
" javelin men " and " trumpeters," and many other 
things, the kind hearts of the people in the county of 
Z did not like to be enjoying themselves to the 



MAIDENHOOD. 



185 



utmost of human enjoyment while " the poor prisoner 
was sighing" in the condemned cell. 

In that one particular the county of Z were as 

good as this good age " could possibly desire I But 
now, most fortunately, there were no " poor prisoners 
sighing," and though, strictly speaking, there was " no 
assize ball" — as years ago there always had been on 
these occasions — there was a something else in its place. 
In the olden time, that is, when the world was so wicked 
as to go dancing on, even within hearing of the poor 
condemned prisoner, in some counties "my Lord Judge" 
would be counselled " to make haste and hang all the 
prisoners," and so get the assizes over, for only when 
the assizes were over could the amiable world of that 
day dance at the " assize ball I" 

But on this occasion of Sir Hildebrand's shrievalty, 
it is recorded there was no " assize ball." In lieu of that, 
and not to let old customs quite slip away out of sight, 
a new name had been given to the entertainment that 
followed on the close of the assizes, a name more suit- 
able, the county of Z hoped, to these degenerate 

days. The high-sheriff for the county of Z had 

issued cards for " a grand state ball," to take place at 
the Assembly Booms in Landeswold, on such a day ; at 
which it was well known, in good circles. Sir Hildebrand 
would introduce his grandson and grand-daughter to the 
county. And so, when Sir Hildebrand had delivered 

my Lord Judge " safe and sound into the hands of the 
high-sheriff of the other adjoining county, and when he 
was seen returning from the fulfilment of this last duty, 

the county of Z immediately began to prepare itself 

for " the grand state ball." 
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And the ball was a perfect success. Sir Hildebrand 
did introduce to the county Mr. and Miss Barrymore ; 
and from that time the " Zara'* of our chronicle became 

the " dear Miss Barrymore " of the county of Z . 

The ladies said afterwards, " The dear old Sheriff was 
worth his weight in gold." Such numbers of hand- 
some gentlemen, strangers in the county of Z , did 

he bring in his train. And then he had reviewed the 
Rifles, and had said " he should look upon them ever 
after that grand assize week as ' his own lads,' " and as 
the summer came on, of course they must all come and 
see him at Heraldstowe. " His lads " used to come and 
see him every year, and now he hoped they would come. 
It really was, as the ladies said, quite refreshing to see 
the "state and pageantry" of the county so upheld. 
While dear old Sir Hildebrand lived, the county had 
nothing to fear — it always had taken precedence of 
all other counties in the kingdom, that is — in the 
opinion of good judges on such subjects — and it kept 
its place in the world most brilliantly. 

Then look at trade I — ^how greatly trade had flourished. 
It was, as everj'body knew, something to the county 
town to have to feed such hosts of people ; but that was 
not all. The drapers and silk-mercers filled their shops 
early in the season "with the greatest novelties," and 
with the " best quality " of goods. Seven times did 
they empty their enormous magazines of stores, and 
seven times fill them again with " entirely new fabrics." 
The milliners and dressmakers imported hands from all 
quarters; and if sewing-machines had not been in- 
vented, the county of Z never could have been 

supplied with dresses on that great occasion. The little 
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milliners had worked with a hearty good-will, and they 
were left as " happy as queens and many of them had 
seats in the orchestra on the night of the " grand state 
ball," and delighted themselves by gazing on "the 
splendid effect" of their own handiwork. They al- 
lowed their profits had been great. Artificial flower- 
makers received enormous wages. Tailors were thank- 
ful for the help of machines. Shoe-makers worked day 
and night, and never had a single holiday on a Monday 
for weeks before " the grand state ball." When that 
was over, they had their holidays as usual, and enjoyed 
them doubly, because they had plenty of money in their 
pockets. The jewellers had little or no repose. The 
wax-chandlers were at their wits' end. In short, the 

hands of the tradesmen in the county of Z had 

all been " as busy as bees," and trade in all branches 
had had such a fillip that spring, that it had held up its 
head ever since. 

But in the adjoining counties it was said that " the 
old brougham " might sweep from one end to the other 
of the two counties, and not pick up a pin. And trade 
was so stagnant, that both counties had some thoughts of 
migrating to Australia, or New Zealand, or somewhere. 
And all this, and much more than can possibly be re- 
corded, happened when Sir Hildebrand Barry-Barry* 

more was high-sheriff for the county of Z , about 

two years before the date of the first chapter of this 
chronicle. 

But time rolled on, and the county of Z began 

to fear they had seen their last " state pageant," held up 
their heads for the last time. A sort of whisper here 
and there, and a shake of the head by very worthy 
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people, who had known the past, might be seen and 
heard occasionally, " Their dear old Sheriff was getting 
very old. It was very hard upon the county, but very 
true." 

But all of a sudden the county of Z awoke to 

new hopes. The cry of the county was no longer " our 
dear old Sheriff," but " our charming Miss Barrymore." 
Very influential people gave out, as their firm belief, 
" that there certainly would be another occasion of great 
state and ceremony." Before Miss Barrymore's engage- 
ment with Mr. Hamilton had been announced to the 
county, it was known in particular quarters that Sir 
Hildebrand had been seen entering the gates of Prells- 
thorpe Abbey in his state carriage, drawn by six horses," 

The county of Z , even at so early an epoch, felt 

very much inclined to go mad with joy ; but it very 
prudently restrained itself from any very demon- 
strative feeling, until better assured of what would 

happen. Nevertheless, the county of Z smiled 

from one end to the other, for it fancied it could see 
down the long vista of the future " a stately pageant," 
perhaps not very far distant, and also perhaps such as 
had never been equalled in that county. And when at 
length the joyful news of Miss Barrymore's betrothal 
with Mr. Hamilton broke the quiet into which the county 
had somehow fallen, it is recorded "That the entire 

county of Z shouted for joy, and that the ladies 

laughed till the tears rolled down their cheeks." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

" SAY WELL, AND DO WELL, END WITH ONE LETTER ; SAT 
WELL IS GOOD, BUT DO WELL IS BETTER." 

MISTRESS NUALA MAYNOOTH said, « Ray- 
mond had become very dull company," and he 
confessed to himself over his pipe that he had never in 
all his life been so down-hearted — so afraid to give 
offence — so unable to see his way. 

" I do think it strange that a charming girl should 
knock me down in this way. No hare that scampers 
across my own fields can feel more timid than I. And 
I cannot shake it off — I am ashamed of it, and yet I 
cannot get rid of it. I fear to hint at my love, and if I 
did not feel so angry with myself, I could laugh at my 
own cowardice. I have met and conquered, single- 
handed, powerful wild animals ; I have witnessed the 
most appalling convulsions of nature, felt the strong 
vessel bump upon the rock, and seen the great sea rush- 
ing to overwhelm us, and never turned a hair ; and now 
the earth does not hold a greater coward than I, and all 
for the love of that little woman." 

And so Raymond became "very dull company." 
But at length the party from Prellsthorpe came to 
lunch at Wolfscrag — only two gentlemen, the Earl and 
Mr. Willoughby, and the ladies were Mrs. Willoughby, 
Irene, Grel, Ohristabel, Olga, and Katharine. 

" I know Lady Grel calls me Bluebeard," said Mr. 
Maynooth, stroking his beard. 
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Grel did not deny the fact, but Mr. Willoughby said, 
We are all witnesses your beard is not blue." 

" But we hope to see the Bluebeard chamber/' said 
Miss Spencer. 

" Certainly you shall," said Mr. Maynooth — " only I 
have one or two stipulations to make." 

The ladies silently turned to listen. 

"I must request that whatever you see or hear in 
this dreadful chamber may be kept a secret from the 
rest of the world." 

His blue eyes twinkled with suppressed mirth, and he 
once more stroked his beard. 

"But we may compare notes with each other, I 
suppose ? — it will be so hard upon us to see all these — 
these ^" 

"Wives — do not be afraid of the word," said Mr. 
Maynooth. 

" Whatever there is to be seen, and not be permitted 
to talk it over when we please," said Mrs. Willoughby. 

" Very well," said he, putting up his finger, and no 
longer attempting to hide a smile — "I grant your 
request, but upon this condition — that you promise me 
not to quarrel." 

" Quarrel I" said the ladies, in different tones and 
degrees of astonishment. 

" What an idea ! — I assure you we are not in the 
least likely to quarrel," said Irene. 

" You think so now," said he, twisting his moustache, 
" but you may afterwards alter your opinion, and if you 
do — that is, I mean, if you quarrel — I must in that case 
ask you to come to me, as the sole arbiter, and judge of 
the right and the wrong in your misunderstanding." 
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Yes ; if we dispute on this or that, or disagree about 
the eyes or the hair of the six decapitated wives, we will 
state our puzzling case to you." 

" These preliminaries settled, I have much pleasure in 
acceding to your wishes, and letting you see the terrible 
chamber ; my sister will lead the way, and I will take 
one lady at a time," 

"May we not all go together?" said the ladies, in 
some surprise. 

Mr. Maynooth stretched himself up, and silently shook 
his head. Then, turning to Mrs. Willoughby, he said, 

" Shall we follow my sister I" 

She arose, and they left the room together. After a 
short absence, she returned, and expressed herself 
extremely gratified. One by one the ladies were taken 
to the mysterious chamber. Miss Maynooth receiving 
each on her entrance, and remaining until the lady had 
examined the apartment to her own satisfaction. 
The gentlemen expressed themselves as hardly used, 
and appealed to Mrs. Nuala — they thought they were 
quite as much entitled to " a peep " as the ladies. 

" I have no doubt that in strict justice your claim 
upon Raymond's cabinet of curiosities is quite equal to 
that of the ladies ; but trust me, ' le jeu ne vaut pas la 
chandelh^ " said Mrs. Nuala, laughing, and the gentle- 
men were then contented, for the time being, to let the 
" six wives " alone. 

At this luncheon at Wolfscrag, Lady Irene 
announced that Lord Danby and Lady Gwendoline 
were expected at the Park on the following Monday. 
' And with reference to that particular Monday, we have 
also another event of importance to record. 
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Soon after Lord Danby's marriage^ Lord Prellsthorpe 
wrote to ask Mr. Thorn if the prebendal stall of so-and- 
so would be acceptable to him. The good old man did 
not care to add a title of any kind to that of the Vicar 
of Stowe, but Sara, who was surely gifted with some 
insight into futurity, entreated him to accept, and he 
did so. And so the Reverend Prebendary Thorn had 
to preach at the cathedral of so-and-so on the Sunday. 
It was of necessity he should arrive in the city on the 
Saturday night, and as he could not return until the 
Monday, Sara suggested that it would be pleasant to 
herself, and a great indulgence to Rosa and Gerald, if 
they all went with him, and heard him preach in the 
cathedral. Mr. Thorn, ever willing to gratify Sara and 
her young brother and sister, immediately granted this 
request. 

When the services were over on the Sunday, Mr. 
Thorn told Sara he thought they had better leave by an 
early train after breakfast in the morning. Sara again 
overruled this wish, and begged that her brother and 
sister might be allowed to see the city, and that they 
might return by the afternoon express. 

On arriving at the station in the afternoon of 
Monday, Sara left her father and Gerald to march up 
and down the platform, while she and Rosa rested in 
the waiting-room. And exactly what Sara had calcu- 
lated might happen did happen. The express train 
from the North came in with a loud rush, and soon 
doors were thrown open, and passengers alighting. 

" Who would have thought of this ? I am so glad to 
see you," said a voice Sara knew full well. 

She knew Lord Danby — for his was the voice that 
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had attracted Sara — had seen her father on the platform, 
and, probably, notiinticipating that she also was there, 
was glad to meet with and speak to him. But if, as Sara 
suspected, Lord Danby might wish to avoid her, she de- 
termined that she would not avoid him. Sara nerved 
herself to meet him. Tt is true that the afternoon of the 
18th of December did not throw much light on her 
countenance, and this also was in her favour; for strongly 
as Sara had deteirmined to uproot all thought of the past 
from her memory, she could not but feel the difficulty of 
meeting Lord Danby again without betraying emotion. 
Emotion of a tender nature she had not, but she wished 
most particularly to guard against all expression of pride 
or anger. Those w^e the feelings that were likely to 
overpower her, but with a mighty courage she determined 
to hide such excitement from him. And thus Sara her- 
self was forewarned ; Lord Danby was not, and she went 
forth to meet him, as she said to herself, " before the 

prying eyes of the county of Z should be upon them, 

and draw an inference from the manner of each, such as 
would be inimical to one or both." When the first 
meeting was over, all would be well. And so, while Lord 
Danby and her father stood for a minute or two in con- 
versation on the platform, Sara came forth from the 
waiting-room holding little Rosa by the Jhand. 

^' Heavens and earth T said Lord Danby, as he turned 
to Sara, " Queen York ! Are you here I" 

" You are returning to Prellsthorpe ?" said Sara, as 
he took her hand ; " Lady Gwendoline is with you ?" 

" Gwen is with me ; come and see her," and he linked 
Sara's arm in his own. 

" How fortunate we should be returning by the same 

VOL. III. Q 
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train ! Papa preached at the cathedral yesterday." 

" Gwen will like you. Come into our carriage ; I 
must introduce you. And how marvellously well you do 
lookr 

Sara could have said, " You see I took your advice, 
and did not fret," but she thought better of it. 

Sara and Kosa entered the carriage, and Lord Danby 
said, " Gwen, here is Queen York." 

Mr. Thorn and Gerald were obliged to find accommo- 
dation elsewhere. But Sara had succeeded. She had met 
Lord Danby when there were none present to watch 
either herself or him. She had also done what she had not 
in the least anticipated — she had been introduced to his 
bride. And Sara exerted herself to please Lady Gwen- 
doline — and she had that gift when she chose to use it. 
And once more Sara conquered. Lady Gwendoline was 
charmed by her elegant and ladylike manners, by the 
loveliness of her personal appearance, and the recherche 
style both of her own dress and that of her little sister 
Kosa. 

And when Mr. Prebendary Thorn and his family 
reached the quiet Vicarage of Stowe-in-the- Valley, few 
were more contented with their day's work than Sara 
Thorn. On her knees that night she devoutly thanked 
God that He had given her courage to go through so 
trying an ordeal, and to succeed so well. 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

THEBE IS A REMEDY FOR EVERYTHING COULD WE BUT HIT 
UPON it/' 

MR. MAYNOOTH had foreseen the consequences of 
taking the ladies to the Bluebeard chamber. If 
they did not positively quarrel they certainly did not 
agree in opinion. The weather had become extremely 
cold ; snow lay deep on the ground ; there could be no 
following the hounds — indeed there was no charming 
meet at Thorney-Dyke, nor at Clendown, nor anywhere. 
The ladies could not even drive and return calls through 
this terrible weather. This was very sad. And so the 
gentlemen went off to billiards, and the ladies crowded 
round the fires with their books and work, and some of 
their conversation must be recorded. 

" I cannot at all understand what you mean," said the 
Lady Gwendoline ; "where is the Bluebeard, and where 
the Bluebeard Manor-house f 

" Oh ! Gwendoline, pray do not ask about such prosaic 
things as manor-houses. We have all been mystified by 
-by " 

" The very handsomest man in the county of Z 

said Mrs. Willoughby ; " he is six feet three or four, not 
stout — that would spoil him — but by no means thin." 

" In short, dear Gwen," said Ohristabel, he is just 
as stout as he ought to be, and not one hair's breadth 
stouter." 

" His eyes are the largest and loveliest forget-me-nots 
you ever saw," said Katharine Spencer. 
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" His manner is perfection, so subdued and worship- 
ping to women," said Irene. 

There was a silence of a minute or two, and then 
Lady Gwendoline looked up from her work and said, 

" Grel, darling, have you nothing to say on this most 
interesting subject ? I dare say your cousins keep you 
in the background; they think you are too young to 
know anything about, or give any opinion upon the sab- 
ject of the handsomest man in the county." 

" Grel is an especial pet of his," said Olga with a mis- 
chievous smile. 

Ah 1 Grel," said Gwendoline, " then what have you 
to say ?" 

" He has a beard a yard long, looking like so much 
pale yellow silk." 

" Heavens ! what a monster I" said Gwendoline, who, 
having golden hair herself, did not admire any approach 
to it in a gentleman. " And in what has this monster 
deceived you?" continued she. 

" His Bluebeard chamber," said Mrs. Willoughby, 

" He would not let you see his six headless wiv«s, 
perhaps — ^was that itf" said Gwendoline. 

"He showed us each a different room," said Mrs, 
Willoughby, laughing.. 

" Gbacious, what a man 1 And has he six headless 
wives in each room I" said Lady Gwendoline, " I cannot 
understand what you all mean." 

"Of course, it is difficult to explain. We went to 
Wolfscrag on purpose to see the Bluebeard chamber," 
said Mrs. Willoughby ; " Mr. Maynooth took us ^" 

" Is Mr. Maynooth the handsome man, whom you so 
classically call Bluebeard f " interrupted Gwendoline. 
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" He ia ; and he took us one by one to see bis locked-up 
Bluebeard chamber, but when we compare notes we find 
we have no two of us seen the same room," 

" I admire the man — I admire him in spite of his 
ruinous beard," said Gwendoline . " do not you think his 
beard takes away from his majestic beauty, Grel I" 

" His beard is magnificent," said Grel with enthusiasm, 
and the ladies laughed, 

"I hope we shall see him soon," said Gwendoline; "is 
he very intimate here f " 

" Most intimate everywhere, looked up to by every- 
body, and, in the judgment of many, cuts out Mr. Ham- 
ilton !" 

Irene, you do not think so," said Gwendoline, "Few 
gentlemen can by any possibility be handsomer than 
Mr. Hamilton ; do not you remember at luncheon yester- 
day how very handsome he looked." 

" Oh ! yes !" said Irene, carelessly. " Mr. Hamilton 
is very handsome," 

" We shall probably meet the Maynootha at dinner 
to-morrow at Heraldstowe," said Mrs. Willoughby. 

" The Maynooths ! Is the Bluebeard married ? — or 
are there two brothers, both Bluebeards," said Gwen- 
doline. 

" Wrong, wrong, all wrong," said Olga ; " there is only 
one Bluebeard in the wide world, and he is Mr, May- 
nooth of Mitreberris and Wolfscrag, and other places. 
He has a sister ; but she has not a blue beard 1" 

"Fortunate for her I" said Gwendoline, while the 
ladies laughed in chorus. " And we shall meet the 
Bluebeards to-morrow, do you say f Where?" 

" At Heraldstowe. We are sure to meet the Maynooths, 
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and we dine with that dear Sir Hildebrand Barrymore," 
said Irene. 

" Ah ! yes, that dear old gentleman, who reminds one 
of Sir Roger de Ooverley, or Sir Charles Grandison, or 
Sir Somebody Something, of whom one has never seen 
or known anything — only heard his title from childhood 
to the present hour 1" said Gwendoline. 

" Yes, we dine there to-morrow, with the same Sir 
Somebody Something," said Olga. 

And you feel moderately certain Bluebeard will be 
there I" said Gwendoline. " I feel sure his yellow beard 
will destroy my appetite ; though I. have an enormous 
curiosity to see the man !" 

" His beard is most superb, Gwen, love," said Ohrist- 
abel. 

" Will he marry the Heiress of Heraldstowe f " said 
Gwendoline. 

" There is no heiress, my dear," said Irene, with A 
smile. *^The heir — whom D. calls the Mediaeval — is 
married and gone abroad with his bride." 

" Miss Barrymore is to be the future Mrs. Hamilton," 
said Grel, not at all understanding that Irene did not 
like to hear that engagement spoken of. 

"Grel! — what are you saying!" said Gwendoline, as 
she looked up from her work with much sui'prise. Irene 
also looked up, and telegraphed with her eyes to Gwen- 
doline — ^who then raised her eyebrows still higher — but 
did not speak. 

Lady Grel's unfortunate speech stopped the flow of the 
conversation ; Lady Gwendoline was evidently not pre- 
pared to heai* that Mr. Hamilton was appropriated, and 
that he had not selected Irene. 
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Two or three things happened at the dinner at Herald- 
stowe that must of necessity be recorded. The small 
saloon had been prepared for dancing, and tea had been 
announced to the gentlemen ; but they did not seem in 
any hurry to leave the dining-room. The ladies were 
becoming impatient, and at length Miss Barrymore said, 

*^ Suppose we go to the saloon and amuse ourselves 
with a little music f" 

" Yes, yes ; let us leave the gentlemen to finish the 
debate over their tea, when they come ; for most evi- 
dently they have a long debate in the dining-room," 
said Mrs. Willoughby. 

The ladies did not refuse, and Mrs. Willoughby, seat- 
ing herself at the piano, began to play a waltz. 

Gwendoline, Grel, and Sara Thorn were standing 
conversing, and when the music began the three waltzed 
off together, to the great amusement of the lookers-on ; 
but the trio did not stop — on and on they went, round 
and round, and still conversing in low tones to each 
other. Presently the door of the saloon was surrounded 
by gentlemen, with cups of tea in their hands ; then one 
or two more adventurous than the rest entered, and in 
another turn or two the ladies who were dancing saw 
that the room was invaded by gentlemen, and stopped. 

" Do that again— oh I do that again," said Mr. Wil- 
loughby. 

The three ladies shook their heads, and remained 
standing still. 

" Gwen, dear, go on," said Lord Danby, sipping his tea. 
"No," said Gwen, with a pretty pout. 
" But I command you — and Mr. Thorn commands his 
daughter to waltz immediately," said Lord Danby. 
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" But we are very disobedient, are we not, Miss Thorn, 
and we will not waltz." 

"Grel, waltz this moment," said Lord Danby. 

" Ah ! D., you cannot command me ; indeed, if Sara 
and Gwendoline can be commanded, I cannot ; there is 
no one to command me." 

Grel laughed a gentle laugh, and held up her finger 
at her cousin Danby as she spoke ; but as she finished, 
she turned and saw Mr. Maynooth standing by her side, 
and gazing fixedly at her. Grel's playfulness vanished, 
she felt almost as if convicted of something wrong ; but 
she was speedily reassured ; he only asked for the honour 
of the first dance. The gentlemen had gradually retired 
from the entrance to the saloon, when Gwendoline and 
Sara would not be " commanded " to resume the dance, 
all but Lord Danby and Mr. Thorn, and then the latter 
said, " Sara, my dear, we are only your father and your 
husband, and so — I mean, of course. Lady Gwendoline's 
husband — and so now ^ 

" And so y6u must dance, Queen York," said Lord 
Danby. 

We cannot dance," said Gwendoline, " without Grel, 
and there is no one, as she very wisely says, to * com- 
mand' her." 

"Maynooth, command Grel to dance this instaht," 
said Lord Danby. 

I will entreat her to allow me the honour of the first 
waltz." 

This settled the question ; Lord Danby engaged Sara 
Thorn, the gentlemen crowded into the saloon, and 
dancing began in earnest. Now, while Lord Danby 
danced with Sara, he took the opportunity of telling her, 
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" She had made another, indeed, several other conquests ; 
but one of which, he felt sure, she would hear something 
very soon. And if you like him," he added, " his future 
career shall be steadily kept in view. You have not 
seeii enough of Spencer yet, Queen York, to know if 
yoil can like him. But, oddly enough, you are so like 
Gwen, and he has always admired Gwen so much, that 
he was ^pris the moment he saw you. Hush, I have a 
great deal to say, let me say it ; but first, before I forget, 
let me tell you I never saw anything more exquisitely 
attractive, more radiantly elegant and graceful than you 
three ladies waltzing together, Gwen, and you, and Grel ! 
Hush, I command you to be silent. Queen York — I mean 
—excuse me, I am so accustomed to command Gwen, 
that I forget ; but I want to tell you when Spencer pro- 
poses, as he is very likely to do before he leaves the 
county, it will be time enough then for you to say ^ no ;* 
you must not say ^ no ' at this moment, you will put me 
out ul all that I wish to make known to you." 

Sara, upon the whole, thought it wiser to let Lord 
Danby tell her all he chose. She would not be com- 
pelled to follow his advice afterwards ; but if she ma- 
terially interrupted him, his present respectful manner 
might change — he might become angry, and in that case 
the attention of all present would be drawn upon herself. 
This she must try to avoid. And when they again 
stopped in the dance, she allowed him to go on with his 
statement. 

" Now listen. Queen York, for I want to tell you how 
things afe arranged. Cheetham is to be the new dean 

of t Government owes a good deal to my father 

for his constant support and But never mind that, I 
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mean Cheetham deserves a deanery^ as the least we can 
do for him." 

Somehow Sara's thoughts went off upon Brenda 
Cheetham, and she found herself wondering if Brenda's 
disappointment had had anything to do with the new 
appointment. She had not time to settle this in her own 
mind before she was obliged to give her attention again 
to Lord Danby. 

" You see we only get a deanery now ; therefore, 
when we want to give another lift, it will be to a bishopric. 
Now wait, I have not finished yet. Cheetham goes from 
Prellsthorpe early in the new year, and then Spencer 
will be offered the Rectory of Prellsthorpe. Once there, 
the very next prebendal stall that falls vacant will be his, 
and any other good thing that comes in my way, or my 
father^s. The village of Prellsthorpe is a poor little 
place, but the Rectory is not a small one, and the house 
and grounds are, as you know, fit for a gentleman. And 

then it lies so in the heart of the county of Z y that 

it would be its own fault if it did not visit as much of 
the county as it pleased ; and, besides, the Queen of the 
Rectory would be within a very nice distance of Mr. 
Prebendary Thorn, and close to her old friends Irene 
and the Barrymore ; and she would also meet with her 
new friend Gwen, and her old friend D y at Prells- 
thorpe Park ! No thanks, Queen York, I am your friend 
for life. You are a very sensible, very beautiful woman, 
with so powerful a feeling of the necessity for full for- 
giveness of injuries, and withal so kind a heart, that I 
really believe you would forgive Mephistopheles himself, 
that is, if he ever came in your way to tempt you to your 
own injury 
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And with this somewhat extraordinary compliment, 
Lord Danby resigned Sara to Mr. Spencer, who came 
forward to claim her, and went to look for Grel ; but 
Grel was leaning on the arm of Raymond Maynooth, 
and Lord Danby, gazing steadily on the pair, who werei 
unaware of this surveillance, for a few seconds, with his 
customary penetration, thought he could not be deceived 
in his suspicions of a something that might happen be- 
tween them. 

" And so the ladies accuse me of dealing unfairly by 
them, do they ?" said Mr. Maynooth to Grel. 

"I have not heard them accuse you of unfairness." 

" But they certainly accuse me of something ?" 
I am glad you have so excellent a conscience. I per- 
ceive you accuse yourself," said Grel, playfully. 

But Mr. Maynooth was far too able a diplomatist to 
spoil his own sport ; he determined to get from Grel 
what the ladies did say and think on the subject of the 
Bluebeard chamber. 

" At all events, Mrs. Willoughby shakes her head so 
lugubriously at me, that I naturally fear something has 
gone wrong. Perhaps you have all quarrelled, though I 
cautioned you so sincerely I" 

We have all agreed in the opinion we have formed," 
said Grel ; for in comparing notes the ladies agreed that 
they had each seen a different room. 

Humph I I am very glad you did not disagree— 
that is, in opinion." 

" But we all know you did not show us the Bluebeard 
room !" 

She looked up as she spoke, and met his eyes for a 
second ; but Grel discovered that was rather dangerous 
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to her complexion. She was apt to feel a little roseate 
colonr in her cheeks, that she knew n^ust not be permitted 
to intrude in polite society, if she could help it. 

Then I am sure ^ we ' are much more learned than 
I could have supposed ; and it comes to this, I must 
have mistaken the chamber you wished to see." He 
said this coolly enough, while he treasured up the fact 
that there was no mistake in that blush ! 

It is recorded that if Grel had known Mr. Maynooth 
had seen the blush, and inwardly remarked upon it, that 
she might have been made very uncomfortable for the 
remainder of the evening. Happily "Manhood" is more 
astute on these subjects than " Maidenhood." He could 
turn over page after page of that charming book, and 
find new beauties every hour. She was a newly-dis- 
covered living language to him, but he was a " dead let- 
ter " to her. 

" Oh I no, you certainly did not make a mistake about 
the room," said Grel, simply. 

^* You tell me you ladies all knew I had not shown 
you the chamber dignified by the title of * Bluebeard.' 
If I did not show you that room, I must have misunder- 
stood the room you wislied to see !" 

"Then why did you show it to me? I knew the 

room again. I was the only one who saw " But 

Grel at this moment began to feel a little conscious that 
she had been singled out from the rest of her compeers, 
and had her own desire granted, and all her courage 
was required to keep away those very intruding blushes. 
" I mean, I think the temperature of the room is very 
high," said she, using her fan, and contriving to hide her 
face somewhat. 
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The temperature is high," said he, pretending, a9 
Grel thought for the moment, to look round the room 
in search of the height of the temperature ; but she did 
not know it was only a ruse on the part of '^Manhood" to 
give " Maidenliood " time to recover. And theo, in a 
second or two, he stooped and said, in those sweet, low 
tones, that always touched some sensitive chord in Grel's 
nature, " We will make our way to the door. There it 
will be cooler." They did so, and she seated henself 
with Raymond Maynooth by her side. Soon he re- 
turned to the old subject. " Then it appears, by your 
own confession, you did see the real, old, original Blue- 
beard chamber ? Were not your friends very envious 
of your 

" I did not tell them." 

His look of astonishment made Grel start ; she bad 
recourse to her fan, and was almost immediately after- 
wards claimed for the next dance. 

"Grel, .what have you and Maynooth been so in-, 
terested in ?" said Lord Danby, determined to probe her 
thoughts to the utmost, and to find out, if possible, if 
Mr. Maynooth had made proposals. 

" The Bluebeard chamber, D. — ^the Bluebeard chamber 
at Wolfscrag," said Grel, cheerily. 

Now, it was one thing for " Maidenhood " to be con- 
versing with her Cousin Danby, for whom she did »ot 
care a straw, and the tone of whose voice never had had 
the smallest effect upon her, and quite another to be 
sitting with Raymond Maynooth, apart from the erowd^ 
thrilled through and through by the extraordinary and 
certainly very wonderful tones of his voice, and feeling 
his eyes bent down upon her. With the latter, " Maid- 
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enhood" felt shy and unusually awkward; the right 
words never seemed to come to her tongue ; the tem- 
perature of the room seemed to rise to a great height ; 
a mist seemed to pass over her eyes ; a cloud over her 
ifenses; and in the midst of all these unprecedented 
changes in herself and the locality, she had a strong 
consciousness of many dangers and difficulties impossible 
to overcome, that crushingly kept her prisoner, and pre- 
vented her from being her own natural self. And in 
addition to all this, she still remembered she was an 
educated lady of the land, who, for the sake of her sex, 
as well as for her own peculiar sake, must never, in 
public, allow herself to be agitated by emotion of any 
kind. It is recorded, on this particular occasion, " that 
the Lady Grel Stuart, in her early * Maidenhood,' be- 
haved remarkably well ; that she did not blush oftener 
than she could possibly help ; and that she hid as many 
blushes as fate would permit behind her fan. And, also, as 
regards the peculiar sort of emotion called into existence 
by the tones of a peculiar voice, it is recorded that all 
such emotion she most perseveringly tried to hide from 
Baymond Maynooth." 

But, now, with her Cousin Danby, all things changed. 
The room was sufficiently cool ; a flow of graphic words 
came at once unto her tongue; her eyelids were no 
longer heavy ; she could raise them and look her cousin 
full in the face ; she had no emotion to keep in check ; 
she never once remembered she was a lady, who must 
only act as a lady ought ; she was no longer shy, and 
she certainly was not awkward ; she had no dread of 
concealed dangers, and felt free as the air. 
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" The Bluebeard chamber, Grel ! — oh ! do not tell me 
such nonsense," said Lord Danby. 

Gwendoline, dear," — she was passing at the time in ' 
the figure of the quadrille, and Grel arrested her atten- 
tion — " Gwendoline, dear, have we not all been mysti- 
fied about the Bluebeard chamber?" 

And the end of all this was, that when Lord Danby 
resigned his charming cousin, he had not penetrated 
GreFs secret — that is, if she had any secret to keep 
from him. Even thus early in her young life she had 
foreseen she must have the utmost circumspection on 
such subjects. 

Refreshments of a light kind were placed in the dining- 
room, and the entrance-hall was lighted up, and well- 
warmed by large blazing fires. There was no moon, or 
only a small one ; but if the moon had been at the full, 
Miss Barrymore had determined that at this season of the 
year it was better to have the hall well lighted. 

Mr. Maynooth again sought Lady Grel ; and in cross- 
ing the hall, from the saloon to the dining-room, he took 
the opportunity of thanking her for the discretion she 
had shown with respect to the celebrated Bluebeard 
chamber. Raymond had thought well over the subject, 
and convinced himself that Grel had felt herself singled 
out from her companions, and she had not been offended 
by the fact. True, it might only be the absurd gratifi- 
cation of a womanly curiosity that had pleased her; 
but in that case he thought she would have had a 
womanly desire to boast to her friends of her own great 
success. On the contrary, she had treasured up the 
fact, and prudently kept it to herself. 
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I want to thank you for your great reticence/' said he. 

" I do not know what you mean," said Grel, simply, 
for she had forgotten the Bluebeard chamber, and was 
rather on the watch for some danger or difficulty that 
might suddenly overwhelm her, and that might require 
all her courage and <5aution to prevent, 

" Perhaps you will allow me to explain," said he ; and 
they began to pace up and down the hall. "You 
wished to see my room of curiosities, and I wished to 
show you the ropm." 

Yes ; and I thank you much— you did show it to me." 

" I did ; and now I have to crave your pardon ; and 
as I feel that at this moment you are very gracious to 
me, I do not like to feel you may become less so, whes I 
confess to you^ you are the only lady I would willingly 
take into that room." 

" Lady Grel, allow me," said Air. Willoughby, as he 
stooped to set her dress free. The point of Baron Guy's 
great soUeret had caught it. 

"Thanks," said Grel; and she and Mr. Maynootb 
entered the dining-room. She placed her bouquet on 
the table, and Olga, who had just gone in for refresh- 
ment, said, 

" Your flowers are quite tumbling about, Gr^l—- what 
have you been doing ?" 

" I cannot think," said she, as she tried to replace 
them. Mr. Maynooth tried to help her — one of two 
again fell upon the cloth. " Oh 1 never mind them," 
said she, and now she was claimed by another. When 
the evening came to an .end, and carriages were an- 
nounced, Mr. Maynooth again presented himself to take 
her to her carriage. 
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'*May I have the honour of the first dance at Prells- 
thorpe on the 31st ?" said he. 

Grel admitted she would have much pleasure ; and 
a3 she said good night, she saw the dropped flowers from 
her bouquet in Mr. Maynooth's button-hole. In another 
moment she was in the carriage, amid a Babel of tongues, 
expressing their enjoyment of the evening. 

" Captain Fortescue is very agreeable," said Mrs. 
Willoughby. 

"And as for Bluebeard, he is magnificent!" said 
Gwendoline. 

" Sir Hildebrand is the fine old English gentleman, 
to my taste," said Katharine Spencer; "such stately 
old-fashioned politeness suits him so well." 

" Irene used to rave at first, when she left town, about 
that handsome Mr. Hamilton," said Gwendoline ; " but 
Sir Bluebeard will make a kinder husband. I wonder 
if he admires Grel he dan 

" No, he does not," said Grel sharply ; and then she 
repented in a moment, for she knew there would be 
" pretty queries " to reply to. 

" Grel, darling, are you there wrapped up in the cor- 
ner?" said Gwendoline laughing; "I mistook you for Olga 
with your hood over your head, and Sir Bluebeard 
does not admire you ? I am sure he danced with you 
two or three times." 

"t could not help that," said Grel, putting her head 
into the corner of the carriage. 

"No, darling, I really do not wish to tease you, Grel," 
said Gwendoline kindly. " I should think you are too 
much of a child to suit him." 

VOL. III. ' P 
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Poor "Maidenhood" heaved a deep sigh at these words, 
and Gwendoline said, 

" I see how it is, dear ; you have one of those tiresome 
Jieadaches." 

"Mamma shall give you a globule, Grel," said 
Katharine, " and then you will sleep well, and your 
headache will leave you." 

And then, when the carriage stopped at Prellsthorpe, 
Gwendoline would go with her to her own room, and 
Katharine took her three tiny globules, to be taken im- 
mediately. Mademoiselle Celeste, who was in attend- 
ance, said, 

" Milady tire all de days ; milady ride too much she 
tire ; milady dance too much she tire ; milady come back 
tire all de days." 

Grel smiled, and thanked her kind friends; she 
thought she only wanted a little rest. And eventually 
she was left alone. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

"OP THE ABUNDANCE OP THE HEABT THE MOUTH SPEAKBTH.'* 

LEFT alone, Grel drew her chair nearer to the bright 
fire, and, wrapped in her dressing-gown, sat think- 
ing over the events of the evening. 
" I wonder if he means anything I" 
" Maidenhood " felt that was a very important ques- 
tion, but she was entirely unable to reply to it. 

" I wonder what his eyes meant when they made me 
blush so deeply? I am sure I do not know, and I am 
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BO sorry that I cannot restrain myself more. I never 
see others blush ; Olga or Katharine or Christabel, they 
never blush. I must be very ill-bred 1 And his voice ! 
There is nothing in the whole world like the sound of 
that voice ! No other gentleman's can compare with it. 
I wish I was not so sensitive. I thought once or twice 
he — ^he admired me I" Orel smiled. " I wonder * if he 
n^eans anything!' — that thought troubles me." 

Clearly "Maidenhood" might well rest her head 
upon her hand^ and feel herself plunged into a sea of 
diflSculties, either through the medium of Mr. May- 
nooth's voice troubling the hidden springs of her nature^ 
or through the question she so repeatedly put to herself, 
" 1 wonder if he means anything f and to which it was 
so utterly impossible to reply. And then it must be 
confessed — and we record the lady's own words — that, 
in spite of all her thoughtful lectures to herself, 
and in spite of much elaborate preparation beforehand, 
the sound of that one voice had set her pulses throbbing. 
True, she did not think he had discovered that fact — 
nor had he — but then she was just as much to blame, 
and she did blame herself unsparingly. But then, on 
the other hand, he had engaged her for the first dance 
at Prellsthorpe, and he had possessed himself of two 
flowers that had once belonged to her bouquet 1 

Might "Maidenhood" think that "he meant any- 
thing!" It was much too difficult a query to be re- 
plied to with any degree of satisfaction. It was 
notorious gentlemen paid compliments to ladies as a 
matter of course, although Grel thought that they 
ought not to pay compliments unless they " meant some- 
thing." 

p 2 
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" I cannot think what has come over me," sighed she. 
do think 1 must go away from this county alto- 
gether " — and here she proved Mr. Maynooth was right 
when he said, " Women always run away from difficul- 
ties.'* "I was very happy abroad with dear Aunt 
Nuala; I am sure I never troubled my foolish head 
about Mr. Maynooth then, excepting only to confess to 
myself my very foolish sensitiveness to the sound of his 
voice once before, that was all. Indeed, Sara Thorn 
wrote us word she had heard his name coupled with 
Irene's, and then it was I took myself so to task. It is 
true I ought to have done that long before, but through 
my great ignorance I did not know it." 

And at length, with a very deep sigh, " Maidenhood" 
left the neighbourhood of the fire, and tried to compose 
herself to sleep on her pillow. She was not successful. 
All night long the flowers in the button-hole, the en- 
gagement for the first dance at Prellsthorpe. the hand- 
some blue eyes looking down lovingly upon her, and her 
own extraordinary sensations at the mere sound of his 
voice — ^these, combined with the query so impossible to 
answer, "did he mean anything?" troubled her, and 
Grel, in spite of three tiny globules, lay awake. 

But now Mr. Maynooth — seated by his sister in the car- 
riage as they drove home from Heraldstowe, who thought 
that now he might look for some happy result to his 
love for Grel — passed away the time while driving 
through the snow by a little pleasant banter. 

" Who is a surrogate in this part of the county, Yo- 
lande?" 

" A surrogate !" said she in surprise. 

" A surrogate for granting marriage licenses," said he. 
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"Mr. Cheethara, of course, and probably Mr. Thorn." 

"Thanks, Yolande. I wish to know exactly where 
to apply in a hurry ; and, you see, the moment Almeric 
returns, Hamilton will press on ; and really there have 
been so many weddings, or there are to be, that if Grel 
and I could, creep in quietly some snowy day, when the 

county of Z might feel themselves afraid to put 

their beautiful eyes out of the windows, I confess I 
should be glad, and I think she would be very glad." 

" You do not like a gay wedding. I am sure Al- 
meric'g was quiet enough ; you can hardly go beyond 
that." 

" No, I do not like a grand wedding, and it is an 
awkward time for a wedding tour — or a tour, which 
amounts to the same thing; and perhaps we might 
manage to sit quietly down at Mitreberris or Wolfscrag, 
as the Qase may be, like old married people — I mean of 
course under the cover of the snow ; and the county of 

Z being snowed up, and- my wife not liking to 

travel through the snow, I know I could make out quite 
a sensible reason why we do not ^ marriage tour.' " 

"Then 1 may now credit that you are actually 
engaged ?" 

" Engaged, Yolande ! — oh ! dear, no — at least, not in 
the practical way that you would expect. Of course we 
are engaged^ — we both know this, and we are only 
waiting for a proper opportunity to express to each 
other that we have known this for a long time, but that 
we were mutually controlled by the fear of giving pain 
to each other." 

"You are incorrigible, Raymond! — you will never 
marry the Lady Orel— rof that I am very sure ; and I 
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wish, as a personal favour, that you would never men- 
tion her name to me again." 

" I am sorry you are out of temper," said Mr. May- 
noothy humbly. 

"I am not out of temper — it is you who are so 
foolish. What can be the use of talking of weddings 
and marriage licenses when you have not even asked her 
if she cares for you ?" 

" Again I say to you, Yolande, why should I ask so 
constant a woman so foolish a question ? You take the 
stick by the wrong end, to use a vulgar simile, and, for 
that matter, so do most women. Some time or other I 
shall tell her I love her. There, Yolande, that is all 
that is now necessary ; and if you are not satisfied with 
this state of things, you ought to be ; but then, again, 
how few women ever are satisfied with the events of the 
season I Here we are at home — what a very pleasant 
drive we have had through the snow ! I hope she^ the 
darling, will not take cold." 

As we have said somewhere, the county of Z 

would be entertained at Prellsthorpe Park this Christ- 
mas, or, rather, on the return of I^ord Danby with his 
bride, and cards had been issued for the 31st, to dance 
the old year out and the new one in. The old lady 
with her six daughters, who have been previously 
mentioned, were thrown into a state of much happiness 
by a large card of invitation to "Mrs. Dash, and the 
Misses Dash." The old lady thought, as a matter of 
propriety, that she ought not to take more than thre^ 
daughters, but a fourth, now nineteen, pleaded so 
piteously, that the kind mother's heart was melted, and 
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she wrote to accept for herself and four daughters — 
Miss Dashy Miss Amelia, Miss Caroline, and Miss 
Bridget. 

But when Miss Dash and Miss Amelia saw what 
their mother had done, they decided that they, at least, 
would much rather stay at home than be seen to enter 
those superb halls. 

"Five petticoats — that is with mamma — and no 
coat !" — no, they would not go. The kind mamma was 
in despair. But the only thing that could pacify Miss 
Dash and Miss Amelia on this very trying occasion was 
that Miss Bridget should consent to remain at home. 
And with many tears and sighs, and words of disagree- 
able meaning to her elder sisters, Miss Bridget did at 
length yield, and the important missive was despatched 
to accept for Mrs. Dash, Miss Dash, Miss Amelia, and 
Miss Caroline. And then peace was partially restored 
to the Dash establishment, though sighs and groans 
were more plentiful than they had ever been known, 
and the three eldest sisters set about " all that was 
necessary for so very auspicious an occasion. So many 
gentlemen at the Park, and all the county of Z 
expected ! — it would be hard if, with good dress — very 
elegant dress — which dear mamma WQuld certainly not 
refuse them — it would be hard indeed if nothing came 
from so much preparation, so many chances, and such 
grateful daughters, as they felt sure they were to their 
dear mamma." 

But one day, soon after sending off the reply to the 
card of invitation, a grand carriage stopped at the door 
of Mrs. Dash. A thundering knock at her door, and in 
due course of time the Earl of Frellsthorpe was 
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announced. His lordship apologised for the absence of 
Lady Prellsthorpe, who Mrs. Dash knew was a great 
invalid, but he himself had been sent by her ladyship to 
express her regret that Mrs. Dash would bring so small 
a party ; he was particularly commissioned to inquire 
after the health of all her daughters, and if, as he hoped, 
they were all well, then he had undertaken also another 
commission from Lady Prellsthorpe. 

Mrs. Dash was most delighted to acknowledge that 
her daughters were all in excellent health, and all at 
home, and she was most obliged by Lady Prellsthorpe's 
interest in them. And then his lordship replied — 

" We know, my dear Mrs. Dash, you have eight or 
ten daughters, and her ladyship requests, and I am sure 
I most heartily join with her in requesting that you will 
give us the pleasure of seeing yourself and all your 
daughters at our ball on the 31st. Unless you have 
some very particular reason, we must entreat—" 

But Mrs. Dash had no particular reason. 

" Then he would return with the assurance to Lady 
Prellsthorpe that Mrs. Dash and her ten daughters 
would be at Prellsthorpe on the 31st 1" 

" Six, my lord — six," said Mrs. Dash ; but Lord 
Prellsthorpe said, " Good morning," and vanished. 

Now here was a sad affair for the three eldest 
daughters. The " Chit " actually danced with joy up 
and down the room at the brilliant prospect that 
awaited her; for she, poor little specimen of early 

Maidenhood," concluded that Iter chance was as good 
as her sisters' ; but then, poor thing, she had had no ex- 
perience. She said to her sisters " that her chance was 
as good as theirs !" to their manifest consternation. 
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Chance of what, you ugly and forward little chit t" 
said Miss Dash, in angry tones. 

^ ■ Why, very good dress — very elegant dress — wjiich 
dear mamma will give to me as well as to you ; so many 

gentlemen at the Park, and all the county of Z , to 

be sure," said the Chit — " I shall have as good a chance 
as you !" 

And Chit resumed her dance up and down the long 
room. The two eldest sisters "snubbed" her very 
hard, but no amount of snubbing " could calm down 
the "Chit's" exuberant spirits, or make smaller her 
extravagant hopes. Even when she at last discovered 
that a plain white muslin frock, with a blue sash, was 
to be all the " very elegant dress " permitted to herself 
and the two sisters immediately above her in age, she 
philosophically reconciled herself to the fact immedi- 
ately, and continued her dance and her song all day 
long, to the great annoyance of the three eldest Misses 
Dash. 

Mamma — the kind-hearted mamma — ^was obliged to 
yield in that one point, for if the three youngest Misses 
Dash had not been dressed like school-girls, the three 
eldest had quite determined to remain at home. And, 
as it was, " seven petticoats — ^that is of course with 
mamma — and no coat," was a fact most extremely dis- 
agreeable to their feelings. 

As we Have before said, all the county of 2 were 

expected at Prellsthorpe on the 31st, to dance the old year 
out and the new one in. And before the arrival of all this 
grand company, it is necessary to state that the grand ball- 
room had been prepared in the usual manner, and the 
grand banqueting-room in an unusual manner — ^forit 
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also was prepared for dancing — and the saloons and 
drawing-rooms, which on the ground floor filled up the 
third side of the quadrangle, and connected the ball and 
banqueting-rooms, were also arranged for the reception 
of company. And having thus prepared for the advent 

of the county of Z to Prellsthorpe Park, we once 

more turn our thoughts to " Maidenhood," and record 
what has happened to Grel. 



CHAPTER XX. 

DISCRETION IN SPEECH IS MORE THAN ELOQUENCE." 

ON this especial occasion the ladies of the Park were 
assembling for dinner, when Lady Irene, on enter* 
ing the drawing-room, said, 

Grel is ill again. Such a headache I Is it not sad T" 
The sympathy of the party was great. All fell to la- 
menting the absent Grel. To think that she should 
have a tiresome headache, and thus greet all the county 

of Z , looking ill instead of well — ^for Irene had 

added that Grel was determined to appear. 

" She never recovered the fatigue of that evening at 
Heraldstowe," said Mrs. Willoughby. 

" Poor darling Grel," said Gwendoline as she entered 
the room, " I have just seen her, pale as a lily, and, to 
make matters worse, is attired in pale blue." 

"Celeste ought to have known better," said Mrs. 
Spencer ; " pale blue will add to her pallor." 

" Yes, but it appears Grel was a little bit positive her- 
self, and would not wear pink, which would have relieved 
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her paleness ; but Celeste complains that Grel has had ter- 
rible headaches lately^ and worn pink so frequently that 
now she rebels against the colour." 

"I do Viot wonder at that," said Christabel; "but dear 
Grel, will she not come down to dinner ?" 

" Olga is with her," said Gwendoline, " and I think 
perhaps she may persuade her to come." 

" She should try to eat ; 1 think these headaches all 
come from weakness," said Mrs. Willoughby. 

Soon afterwards dinner was served, and then the pale 
Grel made her appearance, leaning on Olga's arm. There 
was no denying that Grel looked very unfit either for 
the fatigue or the enjoyment of the evening. But, as 
the ladies had agreed amongst themselves, " that though 
certainly she would be much better in bed than 
in a ball-room with so overpowering a headache, still 
they did not quite like to tell her so, that is, on such an 
occasion." 

This was very good-natured on the part of the ladies, 

for it was certain that the entire county of Z was 

not to be seen on any small occasion, and perhaps Grel 
had never seen the county in its splendour. 

Grel was allowed to retire early from table, to rest and 
refresh herself if possible before the ball opened. 

But true to the minute the bands began to play^ 
There was one at the upper end of the ball-room, and 
another in the banqueting-room. Carriages began to 
arrive and to set down early, and never did the county 

of Z fulfil its own prestige with more youth and 

beauty, with more elegant dress or costly jewels, than on 
this occtision. 

Mrs. Dash and her six daughters were amongst the 
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earliest arrivals — "seven petticoats with mamma, and no 
coat." But fortunately the gentlemen happened to staud 
crowding together near the door of the ball-room, and 
the entrance of so many petticoats at one fime had 
rather a good effect than not. It is certain that both 
the mamma and the daughters felt gratified by coming 
suddenly in contact with so many coats. 

And then " the Chit " looked very pretty, and had 
found an old friend immediately— even Raymond May- 
nooth — who led her up the room to her great delight, 
and introduced her to Lady Gwendoline as one of his 
"little sweathearts of former days, who had kindly taken 
pity upon him — ^ old man ' as he certainly was — ^just for 
the sake of the past." And then he promenaded "Chit" 
round and round the room, and finally, before restoring 
her to her greatly delighted mother, engaged her for a 
quadrille. 

" Chit's " dibut was most triumphant ; and fortunately 
for her, the sisters durst not put their mouths out of 
shape by scolding her, for what they would have called 
her forwardness, whereas, in truth, it was Raymond 
Maynooth's kindness — and so they dared not scold 
" Chit " because they had all said " prunes, plums, and 
prisms," and they would not spoil the shape of their 
lips or mouths just then, and among such stylish com- 
pany — and thus " Chit " escaped. 

It is well understood that there cannot be a grand 
ball without many people, and as on this occasion the 

entire county of Z had assembled to do honour to 

the Earl's hospitality, and to meet the bride Lady Gwen- 
doline, it is to be admitted that the concourse was large. 
But then to introduce new characters into a third volume 
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is disagreeable to the reader, whose interest is all sup- 
posed to be absorbed in some hero or heroine long before 
this grand state ball was hinted at. If, therefore, at this 
ball, and for this one evening only, new names are intro- 
duced, the readers of this truthful chronicle will under- 
stand that they are not expected to be interested in the 
new arrivals. 

The Duke of Sunnymoor, the nobleman of the highest 

rank in the county of Z , led Lady Gwendoline to 

the top of the room, and sets were formed immediately. 
The Duke of Somewhere, who did not belong to the 

county of Z , with Katharine Spencer, were vw-A-rw. 

While these sets were forming in the ball-room, Grel 
entered, leaning on the arm of Mrs. Willoughby. Per- 
haps she was all the better for the dinner she had been 
persuaded to eat, and for the rest she took afterwards. 
She certainly did not look quite so pale as she had done 
two hours before. She was almost immediately found 
by Mr. Maynooth, who carried her off to the banquet- 
ing-room, there to become vis-h-vis to some other happy 
couple, and to assist in forming sets in that room. 

Lookers-on, who had seen her enter so pale, had no 
opportunity of observing the bright glow of colour, oc- 
casioned, no doubt, by the exercise of dancing, that soon 
afterwards bloomed in her cheeks. 

" I thought I should not see you," said Mr. Maynooth, 
in those same low tones she knew so well, they told 
me you had a headache." 

Inadvertently she raised her eyes to his, and that one 
look was quite sufficient to bring the colour into her 
cheeks. Thought is rapid, and at this moment she 
thought, "he surely must mean something I" but this 
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know how tenderly you wooed me first, and how trium- 
phantly you married Gwen second." 

Lord Danby laughed heartily at this, and Orel had, 
happily for her, mastered the difiiculty. 

Now Raymond Maynooth, when he resigned Grel, 
went in search of the " Chit." She was made happy by 
a promenade with him before the dance, and told him 

he ought not to call himself an old man, for that he 
did not look any older than when she was his little 
sweetheart I" 

" That is my misfortune," said he, " as I will explain 
to you. When I called you my little sweetheart, and 
placed you on my lap, and brought you packets of sugar- 
plums, you were a little girl, quite a tiny little thing, and 
you loved sugar-plums better than anything else in the 
world!" 

" I do not care for them now," said " Chit." 

" Of course not, our longings alter with our years. 
You are now a grand young lady, and you must have a 
grand young gentleman to come and woo you, and bring 
you presents. But I, you see, with my dreadful beard, 
have quite grown out of such things." 

" Why, I do not think your beautiful beard can make 
much diflFerence," said "Chit," "and, besides, I like 
beards." 

" But I assure you your mamma will tell you a beard 
does make a great diflFerence," said he ; " and, in point 
of fact, it is the extreme growth of my beard that has 
prevented me all these years from having another little 
sweetheart. You see, I might have lost her in my beard !" 

" Chit " laughed a merry laugh, but she shook her 
head with much wisdom, as if she did not quite believe 
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all he said. And then Raymond resumed, that he 
thought, as " Chit" had been the very last of all his 
loves — that is, of all his little sweetheart loves — he did 
think she ought to have some present from him to wear 
for ever for his sake — that is, if she would allow him, or 
if her mamma would allow him to make her a present. 
*^ Chit " thought " yes, certainly !" Raymond really 
thought she had been his dear little sweetheart for a very 
long time — for two years, perhaps even three! But 
" Chit " interrupted him, and declared she had held that 
position for ten or twelve years !— ever since she was 
four years old ! And this so astonished Mr. Maynooth, 
that he said, very humbly, 

" I confess, with great humility, 1 am getting very old; 
nevertheless, as I have said, or wished to say, I do think, 
as you have been my kind little sweetheart for all these 
years, that I ought to be permitted to have the privilege 
of making you a present." 

The " Chit " quite agreed with him. 
And you think your mamma will allow me to bring 
you a bracelet?" 

" Oh ! yes, I am sure she will," said she. 

" On your next birthday — when is it ? — I hope some 
day soon ?" 

" I shall be sixteen on the fourteenth of February." 

" To be sure you will. And your kind mamma al- 
ways called you her valentine — do you not remember ?" 

" Yes — she still calls me her valentine." 
Then I may ask her — ^that is, I have your permission 
to ask her to allow me the happiness of making you a 
present, in remembrance of the days when we went 
sweet-hearting?" 

VOL. III. (i 
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" Certainly — ^you have my permission." 

And we must take the opportunity of recording here, 
that though Mr. Maynooth himself did not dance with 
any of the sisters of Chit," he took care that they were 
all introduced to suitable partners, and that they had 
plenty of dancing. The kind old mother was sought 
out by Lord Prellsthorpe himself, iand she enjoyed her 
promenade with him all along the state rooms, and the 
being taken and introduced to the bride, Lady Gwen- 
doline, quite as much as her daughters enjoyed the 
dance, or "Chit "her nice talk with Raymond May- 
nooth. "Chit's" early "Maidenhood" had one littl6 
shadow, but it did not last very loicig ; she thought it 
was such a very great pity that " little sweethearts " did 
not become afterwards " real sweethearts " to the same 
gentleman. She admired Raymond Maynooth very 
much, she always had admired him, and she liked 
"beards" extremely, and felt a little annoyance that 
" a beard " which she liked so much should be an Excuse 
for no longer having a " little sweetheart," and possibly 
for not having any kind of sweetheart at all. This "was 
a puzzle to "Chit" in her early " Maidenhood ;" if she 
lives, she will grow wiser. And sis regards Mrs. Dash 
and her daughters, " when the seven petticoats, includ- 
ing the mamma, without a coat," drove aWay, they all 
declared the evening had been the happiest of their lives. 
And theur mother said, " And I am iiu^ tny dears, I do 
hope something may come of it." 

But to return, from the happy mother and her six 
beautiful daughters, to Grel, we have to record that at 
one part of the evening Mrs. Cheetham claimed her for 
a chat. First, she recounted that happily Brenda was 
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away. She was in Dresden, with an aunt, studying 
German, and other things. 

" And then, my dear, we go to the Deanery of — — , 
in a week or ten days." 

In so short a time I" said Grel, in astonishment. • 

" Yes, my dear. Mr. Cheetham wants to see you, 
because, though we do go to the Deanety, you still 
belong to us." 

" Only that my birthday is passed," said Grel, slowly, 
as the thought intruded itself, that if she should go away, 
and Mr. Maynooth should " mean anything," how very 
vexatious it would be. 

" Yes, my dear, you have passed your eighteenth 
birthday, and Mr. Cheetham is prepared to resign bis 
trust. Only, Grel, dear, he thought you would not wish 
him actually to resign under present circumstances." 

As Grel was quite in the dark as to present circum- 
stances, she did not reply, and Mrs. Cheetham resumed. 
That is Miss Pryor, my dear^not at all handsottie. 
The Bishop and Mrs* Pryor are here, and the Arch- 
deacon and Captain Pryor also ; but then you see, dear 
Grel, the Bishop has a large family." 

" Yes," said Grel, though she did not care half a straw 
for all the bishops in the world. And then, by way of 
seeming to take an interest in the scene, she said, " Who 
is that very distinguSAooking gentleman talking with Miss 
Thorn?" 

"Where, my dear?-— oh 1 I see — ^the new canon, 
Grel — somebody quite worth having — Canon Heben 
And that reminds me that Canon Heber, and the 
Bishop, and Chancellor Rumsey have kept Mr. Cheetham 
in conversation nearly the whole of the evening. And 
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as we go into residence so soon, Mr. Cheetham com- 
missioned me, as we drove through the Park, to speak to 
you. He was right in his conjecture — he said it was 
possible that his present diocesan might seize him by the 
button and detain him." Mrs. Cheetham laughed, and 
Grel wondered when somebody would fetch her for the 
next dance ; but nobody appeared, and Mrs. Cheetham 
continued, And so he has, figuratively, for he has held 
him in close conversation for some time; and Mr. 
Cheetham said he might not have an opportunity of 
speaking to you." 

" Oh ! but, my dear Mrs. Cheetham, of course I shall 
come to the Rectory, and see my dear guardian before 
he leaves the county." 

" Yes, dear Grel," said Mrs. Cheetham, with a quiet 
smile ; " but he had something rather particular to say to 
you to-night, and in the fear of his inability to speak to 
you himself, he commissioned me." 

Commissioned you?" said Grel, inquiringly, and 
feeling very much inclined to yawn. 

"Yes. Shall we go into the refreshment-room, or 
shall I tell you here ?" 

" Oh ! pray tell me here," said Grel, carelessly. 

" The next dance is mine," said Mr. Maynooth, as he 
passed with Olga on his arm. 

" Yes," said Grel, with a happy smile. 

" I admire him, dear Grel — I told Mr. Cheetham so. 
But he thinks you never can be persuaded to like hinl, 
and he told him so at once." 

" Told who so ?" said Grel, flushing painfully. 

" Mr. Maynooth, that handsome gentleman who spoke 
to you just now ; of course you must dance with him if 



MAIDENHOOD. 



229 



he asks you — you cannot help that, if you do dislike 
him so much." 

"Dislike him!" thought Grel, though she spoke not 
^ word ; the dread that the powerful emotion she felt 
should be seen and read by any one, caused her to sit 
like a statue, and not move a muscle, but her very lips 
turned white. Mrs. Oheetham, in the pauses of the 
conversation, every now and then gazed round the room ; 
she saw not these outward signs of a mind ill at ease, 
and at length went on in the same strain. 

" I well remember how very angry you were when he 
hurt your hand I Quite unlike your gentle self !" Grel 
still remained silent — but she asked herself this ques- 
tion, "Had he 'meant something,' and she not been 
told 1" " And, of course, when he spoke to Mr. Oheet- 
ham this morning he could not give him the least hope." 

Grel seized Mrs. Cheetham's arm convulsively ; but 
she did not speak. 

" Mr. Maynooth, my dear ?" 
What is it ? — what is it f " whispered Grel. 

" Why, my dear Grel," said Mrs. Oheetham, for the 
first time seeing the troubled expression of her counten- 
ance. " Oh ! pray do not make yourself ill — of course 
you will not have him, we know that I And he said he 
would go abroad as soon as this ball was over. My dear, 
you are quite ill ; lean upon me, let me take you out of 
the room ?" 

"No." Grel would not go ; " but would Mrs. Oheet- 
ham kindly tell her what really had happened ?" 

" But I am afraid you will faint, Grel ; you look so 
very ill." Grel only shook her head impatiently, and Mrs. 
Oheetham proceeded. 
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" Mr. Maynootfa came to Mr. Cheetham, your guardian, 
dear Grel, to ask bis permission to make proposals to 
you ; or, as Sir Hildebrand would say," added she, with 
a laugh, to be allowed the' privilege of knowing you 
better." 

" Yes, and my guardian refused ?" 

Grei had no reply to this query ; for Sara Thorn from 
a little distance had so distinctly read in Orel's face 
some heart-rending disappointment, that she asked Miss 
Barrymore, then in conversation with her, if they should 
together try to get Grel out of the room before there 
should be any more exposi. Mrs. Cheetham was pre- 
vailed upon to give her assistance, and Grel consented 
to lean on Zara's arm, and try to get through the crowd 
without attracting attention. 

Sara Thorn— who, perhaps, knew more of the Park 
than many others living in the neighbourhood, piloted 
the party to a small room away from all the bustle ; and 
when Grel was seated in an arm-chair, and essences 
brought, with other restoratives, she assured her kind 
friends she was much better. 

** Sit quiet a little longer," said Miss Barrymore, as she 
gently detained Grel, while Mrs. Cheetham, in conversa- 
tion with Miss Thorn, explained that Grel never had 
liked Mr. Maynooth, and that Mr. Cheetham had told 
him so. But that she supposed Grel was either angry 
with him for having, dared to propose ; or in great dread 
lest he jshould speak to her on so disagreeable a subject ; 
for dear Grel was so sensitive." 

" Was it so ?" said Miss Barrymore in a whisper, for 
she saw a fresh spasm of pain pass over GreFs counten- 
ance. Grel shook her head mournfully, and covered 
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her face with her hands. "It is not fair to 'suppose' this 
or that," said Miss Banymore, with some indignation of 
tone ; but still in a ^hisp^r. Grel put her arms round 
her neck, and kissed her gratefully. 

And now Miss Barrymore suggested that if Mrs. 
Cheethapi would kindly Return to the ball-room, an4 
prevent ajiy alarm of Grel's illness from spreading, that 
in a short time dear Grel would be quite restored. 

And when the excellent matron at length left the 
room, the two experienced maidens, Miss Barrymore and 
Miss Thorn, did not pry into the feelings of their less 
experienced sister, but tenderly soothed and comforted 
her. They were like the old woman who searched for 
her lost daughter in the oven; they had both gone 
through some trying ordeal, which, though different \n 
each — for the one brought happiness, the other sorrow 
: — ^yet each lady was enabled to read the heart of he^ 
sister maiden from her own book. When they were 
preparing to leave the anteroom, and return to the ball- 
room, Zara Barrymore whispered to Grel, 

" These things always come right, in spite of little 
troubles in the beginning " — for this had been her oiwn 
experience, and, with the faith of " Maidenhood," on such 
subjects, she thought all who had lovers must be happy 
— that is, after the offer had actually been made. She 
was too kind-hearted to discourage Grel, at this particular 
time, by telling her " that probably sh^ would feel yeiy 
strange and uncomfortable, until it was all over ;" but 
she longed from the bottom of her heart to assure her 
"of the gushing sense of happiness that would pyer- 
power her when — the ' relief ' came I" 

She did not, however ; for " Maidenhood " — even in 
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her great experience — ^is essentially timid and reticent 
on this subject. Bat Orel smiled a quiet smile, and 
gently pressed Zara's hand, in token that she thanked 
her for her sympathy. 

Mrs. Cheetham had effectually prevented the whisper 
of Orel's illness from spreading in the ball-room ; but 
she had not been able to allay the impatience of certain 
gentlemen who were looking forward to the pleasure of 
the polka then commencing I Mrs. Cheetham returned 
to the anteroom, and in the fulness of her matronly 
dignity, re-entered the ball-room with Miss Barrymore 
leaning upon her arm, followed by Orel and Sara Thorn. 
Now the latter, whose experience had been so diametri- 
cally opposite to Miss Barrymore's, had only one word 
of consolation or support to give. She knew it would 
sound strange in the ears of the sensitive and unen- 
lightened Orel ; but then it would be a real kindness to 
make her understand she must not allow lookers-on to 
read her feelings. Sara had read them so plainly herself, 
when she came forward to help Orel, that she had some 
right to offer a caution to her less learned friend ; and 
Sara determined she would do this kindness to Orel — 
therefore she said, as she gently pressed her hand, 
Keep a brave heart, dear Orel." 

It might be that, even in spite of Orel's great ignor- 
ance on this subject, she had discovered the necessity for 
" courage at all events, she did not seem surprised at 
Sara's advice. 

"Thanks, dear Sara, I will," said Orel, feeling at the 
moment as strong as a lioness, but the next instant she 
caught sight of Mr. Maynooth's tall figure amongst the 
6[entlemen congregated at the entrance ; and she gave a 



MAIDENHOOD. 



233 



little clutch at Sara's arm 1 Mr. Spencer was, however, 
looking for Sara, and Mr. Maynooth came forwards for 
Grel ; and then Sara Thorn saw, what Lord Danby had 
seen eariier in the evening, " that Raymond Maynooth's 
presence brought back the loveliest roses to Grel's 
cheeks !" 

Mr. Cheetham was looking for Grel, and Grel was 
looking for Mr. (^heetham, but somehow fate seemed 
inost perversely to keep them from meeting. Later 
in the evening Grel was dancing with the Duke of 
Somewhere, and she saw that her guardian was not 
detained by his diocesan, but greatly enjoying some con- 
versation with Yolande Maynooth. Soon Grel saw 
Yolande was claimed by some gentleman, and Mr. 
Cheetham, with his glass at his eye, stood looking on. 

By a mere accident, the next time they stopped to 
rest was close to where Mr. Cheetham was standing. 
She felt him give her a little pat on the shoulder, and 
in a second of time she had determined to plead fatigue, 
and ask " his grace " to resign her to her guardian. This 
was a terrible sort of a ruse — at least " Maidenhood," 
upon reflection, did feel a little ashamed of it ; but the 
Duke of Somewhere, who had not the smallest thought 
that Grel wished to get rid of him — perhaps he 
even thought he had made himself very agreeable to 
her, for he admired her greatly — turned, and seeing 
Mr, Cheetham, said in gracious tones, as he extended 
his hand, 

" Ah I Cheetham, how do you do ? So I have the 
pleasure of congratulating you — ^you are coming into 
my county ; we shall be heartily glad to have you." 

And it was vexatious, to say the least of it ; his grace 
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was SO much pleased with meeting Mr. Cheetham so 
unexpectedly, and they had so much to say to each 
otlier, that Grel did not get one word with her guar- 
dian. And then she afterwards consoled herself with 
the fact, ihsiX even her kind guardian might have said 
" something " likely to trouble her serenity of manner ; 
and so, all things considered, perhaps it might be ^d 
that aU had happened for the best. : 

Mrs. Cheetham took up the hapdsome Canon Heber 
to Grel, and, as the Canon did not dance, they propie' 
naded the.rooiQS together. We have to ^-ecord that, the 
" new Canon " made himself v^yy agreeable to Grel — 
at least he knew that if he did not, ds^ce, he cer^inlj 
could talk; and as Grel assumed rather more sportiyeness 
than she actually felt, he himself felt assured that ,he 
had conversed well, and that he had made a goi>d im- 
pression upon a lady ^ho had certainly made a. very 
great impression on him. . . 

Many more things happened at this ball at Prell^ 
thorpe, which we must not stay to record — for, if certain 
publishers qounsel us — with th^. hest of intentions, no 
doubt^never to write fewer yoliimes than three on one 
subject, we have as yet, in om own person, had no qx- 
periepce that they would take kindly to a fourth. 



" PULL OP COUBTESY AND POLL OP CBAFT." 

N the very day after the ball at Prellsthorpe, Mr. , 



Cheetham called at the Park rather late in the 
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day, and, after the preliminary conversation consequent 
on an uniooked for arrival at an unusual hour, he 
asked for Grel. In point of fact, as his stay in the 
county would be so very short, he wanted to take Grel 
back with him to dine and sleep. But poor Grel— ^ 
all the ladies said who Sympathised so deeply with her, 
and gave her globules of all kinds, and tried all in their 
power to help her — was quite unable to rise from, her 
bed. She had not slept one wink for the whole live- 
long night. She had been ill before the dancing com- 
menced, she was ill in the ball-room — as they all had 
foreseen she would be — and now, poor thing I she was 
lying ill on her bed, powerless to lift her tiny hand to 
her head ! Oh ! it was most melancholy I 

Mr. Cheetham was, as may well be supposed, desoU. 
But yet, good man, he explained that Mrs. Cheetham 
would be extremely unhappy to hear this newp, and — 
though he would not intrude upon her for the world — 
yet somehow he did not like to return without having 
seen and spoken with Grel. 

" Did Lady Irene think he might be allowed tp see 
her for one moment ? Or would she kindly tell Grel 
that he had come to fetch her ; and now, if she coul4 not 
go with him — as of course, poor darling I she could not — 
would she send him some message, or 

And Lady Irene went to Grel, mi retiu'n^ in 
much quicker time than could reasonably have bqen 
expected. To the eager inquiries after dear Grel, Irene 
replied, " That she was much better. Within some — some 
time unnoticed by Grel, she had certainly become hotter; 
and if her kind guardian could wait, she thought she 
might venture to—" 
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" Well muffled up in shawls, " suggested Mr. Cheet- 
ham. 

" Yes, certainly — Celeste is very careful. But, in- 
deed, I was quite astonished to see how much she has 
recovered within this last hour I" said Irene. 

"Those last globules settled the thing," said Mrs. 
Spencer in a whisper to Olga. 

And in due course of time the pale Grel came down, 
prepared to dine and sleep at the Kectory ; and away 
she went with her guardian, everybody " so very glad " 
that she was free from that tiresome headache. Now, 
in the drive with her guardian, Grel and he had a con- 
versation that made her feel very happy ; and if Olga or 
Christabel had questioned her about "headaches" or 
such disagreeable visitors, Grel might, under her present 
happiness, have deliberately assured them "that she 
should never have another." 

If she had expressed such a sentiment to Sara Thorn, 
Sara, in her great wisdom, might have said, " Never 
make yourself too sure ;" but if it had been said to Zara 
Barrymore, Zara might, in her experience on the subject, 
have said with much feeling, "Ah! Grel, darling, the 
relief is so great." But in due course of time she arrived 
at the Rectory, and was most heartily welcomed by Mrs. 
Cheetham, who took her immediately to the same room 
Grel had occupied in that house since childhood. The 
bright fire glittered and crackled, the heavy curtains 
were drawn over the large windows, and Mademoiselle 
Celeste soon made herself at home. 

" Anything will do. Celeste ; nothing in my hair — 
yes, a long blue velvet. Dress me quick — ^I want 
another nice cosy talk with my dear guardian before 
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dinner ; I promised to be early in the drawing-room." 

And humming a favourite air, and flirting her fan, 
Grel ran with happy steps from her own apartments to 
the drawing-room. There was no groom of the cham- 
bers at the Rectory, and Grel opened the door very 
gently, still humming her tune, and flirting her fan, 
and expecting to be received by her guardian. She 
entered, but as she turned to close the door, her song 
suddenly ceased, her fan dropped from her hands, and 
she stood for a second motionless, gazing at — ^Mr. 
Maynooth. 

" Manhood " was quite equal to the occasion. Grel did 
not faint, nor turn pale, nor become angry, nor stoop to 
pick up her fan — " Manhood " did that ; she only ceased 
her low and sweet song, and stood in her pretty confu- 
sion, conscious that Mr. Maynooth really did mean 
something." 

Grel returned to the Park the next day, Saturday. 
But on the Monday the morning was bright and clear. 
The snow, that still lay on the ground, was crisp ; for 
though the sun shone, it was only here and there that it 
made any impression on the white world. About one 
o'clock an elegant pony equipage was seen afar off. 
The ladies in the saloon saw it now and then, as it 
appeared and reappeared in the windings of the drive. 

" Whose carriage can that be ?" said Irene. 

" There is Sir Bluebeard in the distance," said Olga. 

" Where f said Irene, trying to get closer to the 
window. 

He is in the shade now, but when he emerges from 
the trees that cluster together on the right side, you 
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There, Lrene-^o you not ^jee him ? I should know him 
among ten thousand/' said Olga. 

" Olga/' said Mrs. WilloUghby, in a tone of surprise, 
*Mo you admire him so much ?" 

^' Where is Grell" said Olga, looking round. 

"She and Christabel left the room the moment you 
began to talk about the ponies," said Mrs. Willoughby. 

And what lovely ponies I — and what a bijou of a 
callage f continued she, as she watched them get 
nearer to the house. 

" And that must be Sir Bluebeard's horse, led by one 
of the grooms. I wonder why he walks by the side of 
the pretty carriage ?" said Olga. 

Eventually the equipage stopped at the hall door, and 
soon afterwards Mr. Maynooth was announced. 

*'We admire your ponies extremely/' said Mrs. 
Willoughby, as soon as the first greetings were over. 

" It is a pretty team for a lady," said he. 

^ What do you call the ponies t" said Irene. " They 
are so well matched, I should think you can scarcely 
tell ctoe from the other." 

" Yfe^ they are well matched," said he ; " but there is 
some slight distinguishing mark upon each that will 
always prevent mystification — indeed, the grooms have 
no difficulty." < 

"Have you given them sentimental names?" said 
Olga. "They look so elegant and fairy-like, they 
deserve ^t names." 

" And how, then, would you call them ?" said he, 

" Sybil and Njal, and Fairy and Pearl," said Olga. 

Mr. Maynooth laughed, as he said, 

" I have not thought of such exquisite names. I am 
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afraid my wahderings into all quarters of the world 
have taken away any romance that ^ight originally 
have belonged to me. I call the two leaders "John 
Bull/ and 'Johnny Crapaud'" — for there were four 
ponies— "and the wheelers * Jonathan/ and 'John 
Chinaman.'" 

The ladies made an exclamatioil of surprise, ahd at 
that moment J^ri Prelbthorpe entered, and while he 
and Mr. Maynodth Exchanged a feW words of greeting, 
a domestic made knowti that the ladies were ready. 
This was certainly something very unusual in the ways 
of Prellsthorpe Park, and Mrs. Willottghby may 
quite justified in the remark she made as soon as the 
gentlemen left the room. 

" There is a mystery in all this," said she. 

" I vote we keep a sharp watch for the return of those 
Johnny ponies/' said CMga. 

" Here they come !" said Irene — " Ohristabel and 
Grel." 

" And Sir Bluebeard walking by the ^ide," Said Olga, 
" and all the grooms at the hesais of all the ponies." 

Then the Earl entered, and the ladies turned to him. 

" Is it riot k most '^legalit equipage f " said he — ^" a 
present to Grel from Mr. Maynooth ; they are gonfe, by 
appointmecit, to lunch at the Rectory, with the Oh6et- 
hams." 

" How very sly !" s&ii Itene. 

'* No, my dear, there is neything 'sly* in the miatter. 
Cheetham and Maynooth have both seen me on the 
subject, and we all agree it is a capital match." 

" Grel must have been very reiidy," said Irene, to 
take us all by surprise in this way ; and there is gene- 
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rally a little more form iq the betrothal of a noble lady 
than — ^than for the gentleman just to ask and have," 
added she, in a {one of some degree of pique. 

"Well, my dear, I have nothing to say about the 
etiquette of the thing. You see, Grel has been more 
intimate with the Maynooths than many other ladies, 
and I cannot at all tell how it happened, for Maynooth 
has never been thought a great admirer of ladies — 
indeed, I have heard him called by some ' a great insen- 
sible bear ;' but then, perhaps, he was not insensible to 
Grel, and so that made the difference. At all events, 
my dear, this news will be given to the county immedi- 
ately, and Grel is at perfect liberty to receive May- 
nooth's presents." 

" Happy Grel I" said Olga, with a little pout, and 
Mrs. Willoughby shook her head. 

"But Grel is sly, papa, for why should she keep 
this news from us ?" said Irene, pettishly. 

"You could not expect Grel to publish her own 
engagement ?" said he. 

At this moment Lord Danby and Lady Gwendoline 
entered the room. 

" Well done, Grel ! " said Lord Danby, rubbing his 
hands, " well done Grel I She has drawn a great prize. 
I foresaw this when he led her up the room on Thursday 
night." 

" You might have enlightened others, D.," said Irene. 

But without noticing this interruption, he went on and 
said, "Doyou not all remember what a drooping pale-faced 
lily Grel was at dinner that day ? But leaning on May- 
nooth's arm, preparing for the first dance. Sir Bluebeard 
had brought back Grel's roses." 
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" Orel's headaches are all accounted for now," said 
Gwendoline with a smile. 

G wen used to have intolerable head^hes," said Lord 
Danby. 

" Yes," said Olga, " but that is long ago." 

" Your turn will come, Olga ; though I once remember 
telling Grel she must not think of captivating the Duke 
of Anywhere until some of her cousins were settled in life 
— she, being the youngest, ought to wait the longest. 
But then I had not seen Sir Bluebeard so very evidently 
furnish her with roses," said Lord Danby. 

She looked very lovely at breakfast this morning," 
said Gwendoline. 

" Oh ! she knew who was coming to take her to the 
Eectory," said Irene. 

" Irene, you are cross," said Olga. 

"Olga, you like Sir Bluebeard," said Mrs. Willoughby. 

" Of course I do," said Olga demurely. " And now 
can any one tell me if this Sir Bluebeard is a unique 
specimen of the ^ Great Briton' of this nineteenth 
century— or if I may expect to meet others as perfect." 

" Give it up, Olga," said Gwendoline ; " remember his 
horrible beard and give him up. I mean to give up the 
desire to meet with another Sir Bluebeard. There 
are plenty of handsome men to be had without yeUow 
beards." 

" But I admire his beard, and I admire him. Only I 
think my fate a very hard one," and Olga placed her 
handkerchief before her eyes for a second or two, and 
everybody laughed. And then she raised her head 
again and continued, " Just fancy coming down here to 
keep Christmas with dear D. and Gwendoline, and 

VOL. III. R 



242 



MAIDENHOOD. 



meeting with a heavenly Sir Bluebeard, who never once 
condescended to turn his lovely eyes on me." 

" Then, Olga, why not give him up, now that he has 
really run away with Grell" said Lord Danby. 

" My poor heart said Olga with a comical smile, 
as she pressed her hand to her side. 

When the ladies were assembling in the afternoon in 
their different localities for the refreshing beverage, tea, 
Olga mischievously proposed that they should all offer 
to have tea with Grel; because then, perhaps, they might 
hear a little, or at least have an opportunity of hearing 
something on the subject of Sir Bluebeard and Grel. 

Mrs. Willoughby said it was unfair to tease Grel, but 
Gwendoline said she would be of the party, and not let 
Olga go too. far. And so, on Orel's return from her 
drive, the ladies invaded her apartment, ostensibly to con- 
gratulate her on her happiness, but, it must be recorded, 
that some were more mischievously inclined. 

" Then you have no headache now, Grel ? Indeed, 
how can you possibly, so happy as you look !" said Gwen- 
doline kindly. 

" I have no headache," said Grel innocently; and then 
she added in a whisper, and as if half -ashamed, ^' and I 
am happy." 

" The days of heartache are passed," said Olga, " and 
so the head has no need to sympathise in pain as it did 
formerly." 

Grel blushed, but remained silent. Few, even of the 
most charming of young maidens, could have felt more 
willing to be mute on the subject of her happiness than 
Grel, but this she was not permitted to be. 
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" Has Sir Bluebeard any brothers ?" said Ohristabel. 
" No, not one," said Orel, with a slight shake of her 
head. 

The ladies laughed, and Irene said, 

" But you need not grieve over that, Grel ; we all ad«t 
mire your handsome lover, and think him equal to any 
half-dozen unattached gentlemen in the county of Z 

" Only, if he had had a brother, there might then 
have been a chance for poor somebody," said Olga, de- 
murely. 

" Dear Olga," said Grel kindly, " I had not thought 
of that. And for your sake I wish he had a brother." 

" Yes, dear, a twin brother, as handsome as himself." 

" He is very handsome," said Grel, with a gratified 
smile. 

" Sir Bluebeard calls Grel by such pet names," said 
Ohristabel. 

"Pet names already!" said Irene in astonishment. 

" He very often said ' Lady Grel,' " said Grel in timid 
tones, and with a little blush. 

"Did he, my dearl We all allow that was very proper. 
And it certainly was not dignified to call you by ^ pet 
names' in the presence of others, before your engagement 
is announced." 

Irene spoke in a tone of pique, for Orel's betrothal 
was a source of great vexation to her. 

Grel looked at Irene, but she did not reply. She felt 
that the tones of Irene's voice were not gracious. 

" No, Grel, darling, although you look as if you did 
not understand me, you certainly are not gazetted yet, 
nor has your name appeared yet side by side with an- 
other in the Chronicle of the county of Z j a paper^ 
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Orel, that delights in leading young ladies to hymeneal 
altars. And you kept your own counsel so well, even 
your own cousins, living in|the same house with you, wero 
left in the dark ; we none of us knew your secret" 
had no secret," said Grel quietly. 
" But the moment after Sir Bluebeard had proposed, 
and you had hurried out that pretty little sentence, * Yes, 
kind sir, and thank you, too,' the moment after you 
should have rushed up to each one of us and said, * Look 
at me I Congratulate me. I am to be the seventh Mrs. 
Bluebeard 1'" 

Olga laughed as she finished her sentence, and all th^ 
ladies laughed in chorus except Grel, who did not quite 
understand if this were play or reality. 

" After you had said * yes * " 

" I did not say yes," said Grel hesitatingly. 

" * Yes, kind sir, and thank you too,' " said Ohristabel, 
coming up to Grel, and laying her hand kindly on her 
shoulder. " No, darling, you would not use such words, 
and in my experience of him I should s^y Sir Bluebeard 
thanked you," 

Grel smiled and nodded, and the ladies understood 
that the thanks were uttered by the gentleman. 

"You must have said * Yes !*" said Irene. 

"I did not," said Grel, with a pretty blush and a 
shake of the head. 

"Why, how can you accept without saying 'ye^t'" 
said Katharine, who had hitherto been amused by the 
teazing of Grel, but had taken no part in it. 

" How was it?" said Olga, putting her arm affection- 
ately round Grel's waist, and speaking in a whisper, 
while the rest of the party were discussing the interesting 
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subject of being able to accept a gentleman Without 
saying "yes." 

"Then, if yon did not say *yes/ what did you say?" 
continued the mischievous Olga, in that same friendly 
whisper. 

" I did not speak at all," said Grel, innocently. " I 
let him take my hand." 

" Oh 1 yes, and then he adored the hand, of course ! 
And you 

" I hid my face on his shoulder." 

" Ah ! on his should^*. And what did he do then ?" 

"Why, I cried," said Grel, blushing. 

At this naive confession the frolic-loving Olga threw 
down the mask of kindness and affection she had assumed 
towards Orel, and laughed aloud. 

" What is it, Olga t" said Irene ; but Olga's laughter 
prevented any reply, Grel looked upon her with a 
blank face of dismay, but she said not a w6rd; and 
Gwendoline, pitying Grel, in her turn went with a feel- 
ing of real kindness, for 01ga'& had been all simulated, 
the better to probe Grel. 

" Do not mind Olgft," said Gwendoline. " Indeed, 
dear Grel, you need not mind any of us. If you have 
let slip any little word, we are all kind friends to each 
other, and nothing will be repeated out of this room." 

But the rest of the party had gathered round Olga. 

" Do tell us, Olga, what happened to Grel V* 

" Grel wept !" said Olga, demurely* 

Katharine and Ohristabel looked pieved atid sympa- 
thising ; but now Iretie laughed A little scornful laugh. 

" Sir Bluebeard grasped her tiny hand, and carried it 
ta his gracious lips 1 This very naturally ovetjiowered 
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dear Grel, and she placed her pretty head on his hand- 
some shoulder. There she wept, and that kind Sir Blue- 
beard, just to comfort her, stooped his glorious head 
and " 

"I did not," said Grel, in angry tones, and with 
flashing eyes, bursting from Gwendoline, who had placed 
her arm round her waist. 

" No, darling Grel, you remained quiet, and he " 

" I did not tell you that, Olga. And I never will 
forgive you for the deceit you have practised towards 
me," said Grel. 

" Olga, you really do go too far," said Gwendoline. 
" You are not kind to Grel." 

" But what have I said ?" said Olga, her eyes twink- 
ling mischievously. " I said Sir Bluebeard stooped his 
glorious head, and as he is so tall— only Grel was so 
excited she would not let me finish the sentence — and, 
of course, as he is so tall, I do not see but that he must 
in the nature of things stoop his glorious head — for it is 

a glorious head — and with his very handsome ^" Grel 

again started up, but she remained silent, eagerly watch- 
ing Olga, who turned, with a face dimpling with smiles, 
to Grel, as she finished her sentence — " with his very, 
handsome eyes he looked down pityingly on our lovely 
cousin Grel !" 

The ladies tried to hide their laughter, but were un- 
successful, and Grel's deep sigh and sudden blushes, 
told the lookers-on that Olga's craftily-devised speech 
had caused Grel artlessly to admit the truth of the very 
fact she had intended most to conceal. 

Grel, darling, do not mind them," said Gwendoline, 
in allusion to the laughter the ladies could not conceal. 
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" T do not," said Grel, with a little toss of her head. 

" Oh ! Grel, dear, pray do not be offended with me,'' 
said Olga. " I should glory in such gracious lips, on 
my hand, of course ; and then I can imagine his strong 
arm supported you, and " — but Grel began to look un- 
comfortable, and Olga changed her tone — "and I am 
sure I wish some handsome Sir Bluebeard would but 
ask me to be his wife. I can assure you all, that though 
I might perhaps follow dear Grel's modest example, and 
not say ^yes,' — since I see things can be managed 
quietly enough to convey one's ideas to handsome men — 
and so, as I was saying, if I did not say * yes,' I certainly 
would not say* no!'" 

" Olga, how can you be so very absurd t" said Gwen- 
doline. 

" You have a handsome husband, Gwen ; but I want 
to order my trousseau^ and bid all these unmarried ones 
attend me at the hymeneal altar, and be witnesses of 
my loving sacrifice ! But most of all the handsome men 
who have crossed my path, I admire Sir Bluebeard 1" 

" We all admire him greatly," said Christabel ; " and 
I am sure I quite love him for his devotion to you this 
morning, dear Grel." 

" Are you jealous, Grel t" said Irene. 
No," said Grel. 

"And why are you not jealous of Olga's expressed lovet" 

"Why?" said Grel, looking up in astonishment* 
" You may all love him if you like ; but he loves only 
me!" 

" Only me ! — only me !" was echoed and re-echoed by 
the party of ladies, amid their laughter at Grel's sim-^ 
plicity. 
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"Orel, darling, I shall tell Sir Bluebeard to scold 
your cousins into better behavioiir/' said Gwendoline. 

" He is so good-tempered, he would not do so 1" said 
Grel. 

" What a blessed darling of a man !" said Olga, clasp- 
ing her hands together. ^ Can he not put himself in an 
awful passion now and then 1" 

Mademoiselle Celeste entered to inform Milady that 
the mysteries of the toilette ought to commence ; and 
Gwendoline insisted upon seeing the party leave Grel's 
apartment before herself. Then, having cleared the 
room of the t(M:ment(»rs, she kissed Grel lovingly, and 
left her in peace. 



CHAPTER XXII. 
" GOOD orncEs ake the cement op society." 

THE announcement of Mr. Maynooth's engagement 
with the Lady Grel Stuart did not cause so much 
discussion in the county of Z as had been the case 
on other occasions. In the first place^ Mr. Maynooth, 
though he was so universally admired by the fair sex, 
had never been known to single out any particular lady, 
upon whose marriage with him the county might pre- 
maturely speculate, or build its castles," in anticipation 
of the future betrothal. It is true be had had a number 
of " little sweethearts," of whom " Chit " is a type, who, 
as children, had loved him as children do, but who, on 
entering the ranks of Maidenhood," distinctly under- 
stood that " the days were gone " when they ^ went 
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sweethearting " with Raymond Maynooth. Mammas 
always consoled themselves with the fact that he was a 
Boman Catholic, and of course kind and excellent 
mammas could not wish their darling daughters to 
change their religion, or to marry gentlemen of a different 
religion from that in which they had been educated. 

And so, as it happened, Raymond Maynooth had 
never been appropriated. By appropriated " it is 
meant never talked of in the county of Z " as at- 
tracted by this lady, or likely to be subdued by thatr It 
is recorded that the county of Z — — thought him a 
very unimpressible, indifferent, apathetic sort of man, 
who had arrived at the very respectable age of forty- 
four or five — the county was prone to exaggeration on 
some points — and never been known to be in love ! 
Unimpressible he must be, it could not be denied ; for, 
to do the county but the most simple justice, the ladies 
were very lovely, and yet they had failed in making any 
" impression " on the insensible heart of Raymond May- 
nooth< 

Another reason why this intelligence caused but little 
sensation was, that he had selected the Lady Grel Stuart, 
and as her ladyship was so mere a girl— really not seven- 
teen — and as the county of Z- — — had scarcely heard 
her name mentioned until Prellsthorpe Park was occu- 
pied, and also as she was so timid and retiring, the 
county of Z— had scarcely opened iis eyes to a 
knowledge of her existence! And so^ as she bad not 
made any fuss in the annals of the county before news 
of her intended marriage was circulated, it was generally 
agreed by the leading people in the county " that she 
had better have that hardhearted and apathetic Roman 
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Catholic than, on her becoming better known to the 
county, attract more valuable men." Raymond May- 
nooth would be no loss to the ladies of the county, as 
far as the subject of marriage was thought of, and he 
would look just as handsome married as unmarried ; and 
then — if in years to come her ladyship should become a 
little less timid, a little more self-possessed, and a little 
better able to shine in so aristocratic and well-bred a 

county as that of Z , she might shine as a married 

lady, and be fairly out of the way of others who had 
their establishments to seek. 

The county admitted Lady Grel had looked very 
pretty at the Prellsthorpe ball, but very childish and 
simple — not to be compared with their "dear Miss 
Barrymore," or that " very elegant Miss Thorn." And 
the "bride Lady Gwendoline" was quite an acquisition 
to the county, she was so extremely handsome and cour- 
teous, and well-dressed. Her sisters, too, the Ladies 
Olga and Christabel, were eminently beautiful — but 
Lady Grel Stuart, they did not think so very much of 

her. And so the county of Z was quite contented 

that Raymond Maynooth should appropriate the childish 
Lady Grel, and then they would both be on the shelf, 
out of the way of better people. 

Before entirely dismissing the subject of this mar- 
riage, the county made just a few remarks that must be 
recorded. The county thought it strange that people 
connected with the Church, or brought up in her truths^ 
should intermarry with Roman Catholics ; and also it 
was extraordinary that the new Dean of So-and-so 
should allow his ward to accept a Roman Catholic ! It 
was odd that the Earl of Prellsthorpe, possessing so. 
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much Church patronage, should give his niece to a 
Roman Catholic, especially in these days, when Boman 
Catholics never become " converts." There were fears 
expressed by very right-minded people that after a lapse 
of years the Lady Orel might become a "pervert." 
This certainly would not cause much surprise in the 
county, though, upon principle, it might regret the 
loss, of even one from the ranks of the established re- 
ligion of the land. It was also remembered by many 
thinking people that "the Dean of So-and-so" na 

longer belonged to the county of Z . " Coming 

events cast their shadows before," and if, by such a 
strange combination of circumstances, he also should be 
" perverted," the county would rejoice that it at least 
was safe — that it had no " pervert " Dean likely to be- 
come in the future "a Roman Catholic Archbishop" 
of Somewhere. 

All this happened in the month of January, 18 — • 
In the month of February of the same year Almeric 
Barry-Barrymore and his bride returned to Heraldstowe, 
and then the county of Z again took up its privi- 
lege. Another round of bridal visits, followed by dinners 
and balls, occupied the county, and it very good-natur- 
edly pronounced its opinion upon the bride. 

Mrs. Barrymore was really very much improved. 
The well-known princely ways of Heraldstowe, and the 
example of their "dear Miss Barrymore," had quite 
made an elegant woman of her, who had only been a 
" shy girl " a few months ago. It must be such an ad- 
vantage to Mrs. Barrymore to be so much with their 
" dear and handsome Miss Barrymore !" Even Mr* 
Barrymore was improved; perhaps marriage had im* 
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proved him — it did most people. He certainly did not 
look so gloomy nor so much like the Heraldstowe ghosts, 
which were formerly so well-known in the annals of the 

county of Z y but which had gone strangely out of 

fashion of late, the county was sorry to say. For say 
what the world would in this age of steam and science 
and marvels of every kind, there was nothing in the 
present day that could come up to the old-world ghosts 
of preceding centuries. And then, again, Heraldstowe 
was such a famous old place, full of pictures, and statues, 
and armour, and tapestry, and in days of yore it had 
had more ghosts than all the rest of England put to- 
gether—perhaps originally brought by the old barons 
from the holy wars. The county entertained serious 
fears that the ghosts of Heraldstowe were dying out, 
terrified by the noises of ^* steam and other things in 
this very " fast age." 

If Miss Barrymore had been appealed to by the 
<50tmty on this very important subject, she might have 
said, " The county was in ignorance of absolute facts." 



CHAPTER XXm. 

" CfOOD ACTIONS CAEBY THEIR WARRANT WITH THB^." 

IT has been recorded that Sir Hildebrand Barrymore 
had a great dislike to having his Park " cut up," ot 
the silent placidity broken in upon by bands of work- 
men. The proposal had something of the aspect of 
sacrilege to him, whose domain had always been singu- 
larly free from intrusion, and in consequence of which 
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birds were more numerous, more rare, and less $hy ixx 
his Park than perhaps in any other in the kingdom, AU 
this may seem to prove that Sir Hildebrand was much 
too conservative for these present leveling timea. But 
there is also another side to Sir Hildebrand's character 
that ought to be made known. 

The drive in that part of the Park that led from the 
church of " St. Mary-on-the-KnoU," was up an ascent, 
becoming gradually steeper as it approached the top, 
which terminated in a handsome grbup of trees called 
" the Knoll," and it was followed by a winding, but level 
road for some distance beyond. Sir Hildebrand's horses 
— when he was returning from church, or on other oc- 
casions—always walked slowly up this ascent, and 
stopped to breathe at the top. It had been allowed, 
from time immemorial, to the people at Stowe-in-the- 
Valley, or, indeed, to any who chose to take advantage 
of the privilege, to walk up this hill on each side of the 
carriage. There was no " right of way " through the 
Park, and the people went no further than "the 
Knoll then, when Sir Hildebrand's horses were sufE'- 
ciently rested, and trotted on, the people returned. But 
during the slow drive up the hill, or while the horses 
were resting at the top. Sir Hildebrand would enter into 
conversation with the crowd. 

"Well, Betty, you are still able to walk up Uhe 

Knoll hiirr 

And Betty, very much gratified with the uotice, 
would " thank his honour," and', like the horses, stop to 
breathe. 

And though Sir Hildebrand always noticed the old 
people first, if they were near his carriage, stilj, it watf 
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sore to happen, that the longer the horses stood to rest, 
the larger would be the crowd assembled on "the 
Knoll.'' And not unfrequently then the young would 
bring their round cheeks and smiling faces close up to 
the carriage-door, and in their turn get noticed by Sir 
Hildebrand. 

Well, Susan, how is your grandmother?" 

Probably the crowd would laugh. It would be well 
known that Susan had no grandmother living, and Sir 
Hildebrand would know that quite as well as the look- 
ing-on crowd. 

"I have no grandmother; but mother is very well, 
thank you, Sir Hill." 

Sir Hildebrand, amongst the poor in Stowe-in-the- 
Valley, was always spoken of familiarly, and addressed 
as « Sir Hill." 

"Ohl you have a mother, have you, Susan? Pray, 
does she take care of you, or do you take care of her?" 

This would certainly excite smiles amongst the know- 
ing ones in the crowd ; and probably the mother would 
step forth. 

" Oh 1 you are there, are you, Molly ?" 
Yes, Sir Hill." 

" And is that your son by your side, eh, Molly ?" 
pointing to a young man who stood stroking his cap 
round and round, and looking very conscious. 

"No, Sir Hill, he been't my lad— Jack been't." 

"Not yours 1 — why, he keeps very close to you. 
Stand aside, my lad, stand aside, Molly is not your 
mother." 

The youth does not attempt to move, but evidently 
gets redder in the face every moment ; while the crowd 
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becomes greater, the interest more intense, and Sir 
Hildebrand's apparent ignorance and seeming astonish- 
ment rising higher every moment. 

" Well, Molly, you see the youth will not move ; are 
the constables here t — ^has he done something wrong ?" 

"Lor' bless yer, Sir Hill, him be a ^ sweethearting ' 
with my gurl ; and us ^" 

" Sweethearting ! — who ever heard of such a thing in 
these days? — dreadful, dreadful, Molly, dreadful I" 

But in spite of Sir Hildebrand's seemingly angry 
tones, the crowd would laugh a long pleasant laugh, 
and chatter away until they were compelled to become 
silent, that they might hear the rest. 

" And us want to ax yer honour to let them hae a bit 
walk in the Park?" 

"Good heavens, Molly! — what, that girl Susan, and 
that boy Jack !" 

Everyone in the crowd was charmed with Sir Hilde- 
brand's astonishment. 

" But you, Molly, you do not understand anything 
about ' sweethearting T — ^you have not given your con- 
sent?" 

But Molly acknowledges, much to the delight of the 
listeners, "That she does understand ^sweethearting,' 
and that she has already given her consent." 

" You have given your consent ! Oh 1 Molly I Molly ! 
and you do understand * sweethearting ! — why, what 
can the world be come to? Eh, what do you say, 
you liked ' sweethearting ' in your young days I Oh ! 
you have been in my walks yourself, have you ? — you 
know the * lover's walk,' Molly ?" 

And Molly confesses she does. This was the climax 
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for which the crowd had been waiting ; and then Sir 
Hildebrand would notice two or three middle-aged 
women, who, to the intense delight of the crowd, con- 
fessed to a liking for " sweethearting " in their yonng 
days. And the people would crowd round, laughing and 
talking, and pleased with Sir Hildebrand's notice. And 
at length Sir Hildebrand would call up the young 
couple, and say very gravely. 

There is on my estate a walk called — probably from 
the time of the peopling of Britain — * The Lover's Walk.' " 

The inhabitants of Stowe-in-the- Valley all knew this 
walk on the south side of the lake ; but Sir Hildebrand 
always pointed it out, and spoke of it as if he alone of 
all the world knew anything about it. 

"It is there; where you see those trees on the other 
side of the lake. Susan, your mother used to walk there 
with your father, when she was young, and she was very 
happy there — at least, I suppose so." 

Yes, Sir Hill ; yes, I was uncommon happy !" Molly 
would say eagerly. 

" There, Susan, she was very happy there, and she did 
not throw herself into the lake." (Great laughter amongst 
the crowd.) " Neither did your father pull down my 
trees, nor frighten my birds." And then some of the 
men would step forward as vouchers for Jack, " That he 
would'na tich nothing," and Sir Hildebrand would 
gravely give his consent to the " two lovers," to have the 
privilege of walking in the lover's walk for the space of 
one week. The permission would be renewed on the 
following Sunday ; supposing no harm had been done in 
the avenue, or in the Park, and supposing the swans on 
the lake had not been teazed,nor the water-lilies gathered. 



MAIDENHOOD, 



257 



It was very rare, indeed, that anyone thus privileged 
did transgress the wishes of Sir Hildebrand. And on the 
fine summer evenings, young couples from Stowe-in*- 
the- Valley might be seen in the "lover's walk" at 
Heraldstowe, enjoying the Park as much as Sir Hilde- 
brand himself. 

But, on one occasion, as Sir Hildebrand's carriage 
was going slowly up the ascent, the crowd seemed greater 
than usual ; the people in very high spirits, talking more 
loudly than was customary, immediately after leaving 
the sacred edifice. 

" There seems to be a great noise," said Sir Hilde- 
brand, addressing an old man who walked by the car- 
riage door. 

" Oh I they've all of 'em got a hold of it," said the man. 

" Got hold of the carriage. Oh ! they must not do 
that. Smith." 

" No, bless yer honour, they'd never touch 'en." 

" But they certainly talk louder than usual." 

And as the carriage had now reached " the knoll," 
Sir Hildebrand wanted to know what was the matter f 

" Us knows all about it, yer honour;" 

" About what, Betty ? — speak out, woman." 

" Us seed 'em a walking," said Molly. 

" Saw who ? What can you mean, my good woman t 
Am I to tell you again to speak out." 

A stranger might have thought Sir Hildebrand ^as 
surely becoming very angry ; but the crowd knew better ; 
young girls tittered here, young men smiled and looked 
shy there. The women nodded their heads at each other, 
and the men's faces were all on the broad grin I 

Sir Hildebrand sat speechless ! What could it all 

YOL. III. S 



258 



MAIDENHOOD. 



inean ? Miss Banymore was in the carriage with Sir 
Hildebrand ; but she dropped her veil over her face, and 
remained silent. 

At length one bolder than the rest ventured to say, 
" He had seen two sweethearts in the Lover^s Walk T 

" Dear me I — how dare they take such a liberty," said 
Sir Hildebrand. " Oh ! this must be looked into." 

" They seemed very happy. Sir Hill," said the man 
with a loud laugh. 

Then the woben all began talking, and nothing could 
be heard for some minutes but, "Bless their hearts! 
Lord bless their hearts ! and us wishes 'em happy." 

Sir Hildebrand at length put up his finger, and though 
the people were unusually excited, they were immedi- 
ately obedient to that hint. 

"You have seen two sweethearts walking in the 
Lover^s Walk?" 

"Yes, Sir HiU." 

^^What are they like t Where do they come from ? 
I must send the constables after them I" 

The crowd enjoyed a loud laugh. 

" They be both on 'em very handsome," said Betty. 

" One of 'em comes from Prellsthorpe," said a man's 
voice. And that was an excellent " hit," which called 
forth roars of laughter. 

" From Prellsthorpe ! Can it be possible !" said Sir 
Hildebrand; "thanks, thanks, for that hint. I have a 
great friend at Prellsthorpe, a very able magistrate, 
Mr. Hamilton, who, you know, lives at the Abbey. 1 
will send to him to search out the offender — and, of 
course, have him prosecuted as the law" directs. Drive 
on 1" 
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The carriage drove off, and the people cheered, actu- 
ally cheered on a Sunday ! But they could not resist 
that last "hit'' of Sir Hildebrand's, "to send to his 
friend, Mr. Hamilton." 

The people had seen Mr. Hamilton and Miss Barry- 
more walking in the " Lover's Walk," and knew that 
they were engaged. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

« THAT WHICH PROVES TOO MUCH PROVES NOTHING." 

BUT now Parliament had met, the party at Prellsthorpe 
was dispersed, and until the Easter recess there 
would only be Lady Prellsthorpe left to reign alone ; for 
the Earl and Countess were now permanent residents 
there, Lord Prellsthorpe going to town occasionally; 
but her ladyship preferring the quiet dullness of the 
Park, and the country drives, and, besides, she was still 
too much of an invalid to bear the fatigue of such 
long journeys. Lord Danby and Lady Gwendoline were 
in London for the season, and Lady Irene an inmate of 
her brother's house. 

But for the Easter of this year Lord Danby and 
Lady Gwendoline, with her sisters, the Ladies Christabel 
and Olga and Irene, were expected at Prellsthorpe. 
And, about the middle of April in this important year. 
Miss Barrymore's marriage with Mr. Hamilton was ex- 
pected, and for this event the Park would certainly again 
be well filled. 

The Cheethams were gone from the Rectory ; Mr. 
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Spencer had read himself in, and was the new Rector of 
Prellsthorpe. But he and Sara Thorn were not engaged. 
Sara had suffered too severely, lightly to credit she had 
attracted another lover. 

Sara did not encourage Mr. Spencer ; at present, all 
the love was on his side. She kept herself free from all 
entanglement. The bitter deceit to which she had nearly 
fallen a victim, made her love and cherish her dear 
father and brother and sister the more. Adversity and 
disappointment had strengthened Sara's character ; just 
as encouragement and prosperity had improved Sarah 
Fortescue, now Mrs. Barry-Barrymore. Sara Thorn 
quietly awaited events, and, in the ' meantime, went on 
" the even tenor of her way." 

Grel was gone to the Deanery of , much to Mr. 

Maynooth's annoyance. She had been very contentedly 
happy ever since Mr. Maynooth's proposals, and she had 
soon discovered that, as Mrs. Cheetham had said, 
" under present circumstances " it would be a pity that 
the Dean should resign his trust. Indeed, the marriage 
settlements were already in hand, and, as the Dean 
himself said, " he should soon very comfortably wash his 
hands of her altogether." 

Before Grel went to the Deanery, she had been 
invited by her old friend, Mistress Nuala Maynooth, to 
spend some time with her at Wolfscrag. During this 
visit Raymond and Yolande were often venturing to 
drive over and dine with the old lady, who laughingly 
observed to Grel that her dear niece and nephew, 
though always kind to her, seemed now to be kinder 
than ever, and to dine and sleep at Wolfscrag ten times 
oftener than formerly. Of course Grel felt very 
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conscious that " the dear nephew " had some unusual 
attraction at Wolfscrag, or, at least, one that was not 
there in former years, when he did not dine there so 
frequently. 

On one occasion Mr. Maynooth claimed Grel to go 
with him alone to the Bluebeard chamber, to explain 
then and there the whole of the mysteries concealed. 

" You see, Yolande was of necessity with us when I, 
took you there before, Grel, darling, but now we can go 
together, and I will show you everything." 

And here it is proper to record, that no sooner were 
Mr. Maynooth and Grel engaged, with the consent of 
her friends — no sooner was this important step taken, 
than Mr. Maynooth at once called her Grel," " Grel, 
darling," " Pearl," or by any other pet name he pleased. 
And if she, in addressing him, said, " Mr. Maynooth," 
he suddenly became deaf ; he would not reply to any 
name from her lips but that of Raymond. And with 
many slips at the beginning, and pretty blushes as she 
stumbled, Grel succeeded, and at last found it easy to 
say ^' Raymond." 

Now Ml'. Hamilton and Miss Barrymore had been 
engaged a much longer time than Grel and Mr. May- 
nooth, but he had never been known to use her Chris- 
tian name, and she had always said, " Mr. Hamilton." 
She had never been heard to call him " Fulke," and it 

was whispered by a wag in the county of Z ^ who 

was well known to visit more than was "absolutely 
necessary " with the neighbouring counties, that if that 
fact were made known to the two adjoining counties, 
they would suspect that Mr. Hamilton and Miss Barry- 
more had probably never " heard " each other's 
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Christian name, and that it mast be a point of etiquette 
on their part not to inquire. Some very excellent 

people in the county of Z expressed opinions to the 

purport that "perhaps, when they were married — 
actually married — they might become a little more 
familiar with each other." 

It is true marriage assists in toning down many 
obnoxious customs ; it also has a tendency to make its 
votaries on the best of terms with each other; and 
perhaps husbands and wives do occasionally throw aside 
the cares of "state and station," or "pomp and 
pageantry," and take the trouble to become familiar 
with each other's Christian names. But Mr. Hamilton 
and Miss Barrymore are not married yet ; when they 
are, we will scan "The Annals of the County of 

Z from which tliese extracts are made, with very 

keen and very critical eyes, and abstract all the inform- 
ation possible on that most interesting subject. But to 
return to Mr. Maynooth and Grel in the Bluebeard 
chamber. 

Orel thought its exquisite damask furniture of blue 
and silver, and its walls covered with a running pattern 
of silver on a blue ground, all in little knots, and knobs, 
and clusters of flowers — Grel thought perhaps the blue 
and silver furniture had been reason enough for its odd 
title. But no : Mr. Maynooth said all his wives were 
shut up there, and unlike the Bluebeard in the story- 
book, of whom it was said he gave his wives the key of 
a door, and told them not to open it, he should do no 
such thing. And he went on elaborately to explain to 
Grel that this age was more learned than former ages ; 
it had discovered that all the old records of past days 
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were absolutely wrong from beginning to end. These 
records had been known to traduce innocent people, to 
accuse kings of murdering their wives — just as it had 
been imputed to the "old original Bluebeard" — to 
accuse queens of unseemly things, that he need not 
explain to her, and even to tell posterity that two little 
princes had been murdered in the Tower, when it was 
well known in these learned days that the only thing 
that had been wrong was the pillow or pillows, which 
were accidentally upon the little boys, instead o^ under 
them. And, as regarded the Bluebeard of former 
days, he would tell her his true history some time or 
other; for it had been all wrong to suppose that he 
had given his wives a key, and then told them not to 
use it. This age had had the good fortune to discover 
the utter untruthfulness of the records of that age ; and 
I may say that " the great learning and research of this 
age teaches me," said he, " to unlock the door myself, 
and show my treasures to my wife myself ; and if she 
likes tiem, the gallantry of this age allows me the privi- 
lege of offering them to her before she is my wife ; for, 
as my wife, I endow her with all my goods and chattels, 
so thit on my marriage the valuable articles that were 
mine before that period become hers after." 

Grel was very innocent of comprehending in its 
f u/Iest extent this long speech, but she made up by her 
silent attention for any want of comprehension — ^at 
least, so Mr. Maynooth thought ; and then he said, 

" Which wife will you see first, darling! — ^green, red, 
Hue, white, yellow ^" 

Grel stared, but at length she said, 
. " The white wife." 
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And then Mr. Maynooth touched one of the many 
silver knobs, and back slid a panel, and disclosed to 
Grel's astonished eyes, in the thickness of the wall 
drawers, which, on opening, contained pearls of all 
sizes, the greater part not strung, nor set in forms, but 
sorted of different sizes into different trays. Some were 
of the famous " pear " shape, and of great size and 
lustre. Grel expressed her wonder and admiration. 

You see, my * Pearl,' this room is to be my wife's, 
and tli^e jewels, and all the rest I have of different 
kinds, and which I will show you, are for her. I have 
picked them up in different parts of the world, and I 
prided myself on the exclusive feeling that no lady 
should set foot in this room but she I intended eventu- 
ally to become the mistress of it.'* 

" Then was that the reason of your dreadful deceit 
towards my cousins and others I" said Grel. 

" I confess it," said he, pretending to hide hn face ; 
and then, looking at her again, he added, but It was 
all for your dear sake, and you are the only lady — I 
mean the only lady unconnected with my own house — 
who has ever entered this room." 

^^Not Miss Barrymore?" said Grel, blushing. 

"No — what made you think of her I" 

Sha di4 not reply ; but Grel had never forgotten that 
Mr. Maynooth called Zara Barrymore " a queen amoiig 
women." 

And then other jewels were shown to her, diamondi^ 
emeralds, rubies, sapphires, trays of rings of all kindi 
and of great value. Magnificent opals, unusually large 
and lustrous, one splendid tiara of diamonds made in the 
form of the lotus flower; and lastly, by sliding back 
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other panels, stuffs of gold and silver, rich silks and 
satins, valuable lace, Indian shawls, &c., &c., were dis- 
played to Orel's astonished eyes, and at length she said, 

" I shall be as rich in jewels as a Begum of Inde, or 
an Eastern sultana." 

" You are the most darling wife in the whole world, 
and you shall have " 

" But I am not a wife yet," said she laughing. 

" I look upon you exactly as if you were, and so now 
you shall tell me—" 

But Yolande interrupted them by saying that " Miss 
Barrymore was with Aunt Nuala, and perhaps Grel 
would like to see her?" And Mr. Maynooth turned to 
greet the intruder, and replied " that perhaps Grel would 
not." Whereupon Miss Maynooth and Grel marvelled, 
and Raymond was compelled to explain — 

"That as husbands and wives were always of the 
same opinion — or, at all events, as the two became one 
after marriage — it was fajr to conclude they had but one 
opinion between them. And as he did not wish to see 
Zara Barrymore just at that most interesting moment,, 
when he was in the very act of endowing his wife with 
all his goods and chattels, so he concluded Grel did not 
wish to see her, because she and he had but one opinion 
between them," 

Grel mischievously tried to escape with Yolande, but 
Mr. Maynooth detained her and said, 

" Then I have deceived myself, and you do not agree 
with me in opinion ?" 

"Indeed I do," said Grel. 

" You do not wish to see Zara Barrymore just at this 
particular moment ? Neither do I." 
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Exactly so," said Grel. 

Then why do you act contrary to your own wish t" 
Because it is sometimes necessary to sacrifice our 
private enjoyments to our public duties." 

You darling of a wife ! Get away, Yolande." 
And Mr. Maynooth tried to detain Grel, but she es- 
caped, and ran down stairs with Yolande. 

As soon as Mr. Maynooth had closed the panels, and 
put away the treasures he had been displaying to Grel, 
he, too, followed the ladies, and was immediately greeted 
on his entrance by Miss Barrymore with, 

" Raymond, what has been the Joke ? Yolande de- 
clares that she is innocent of any, and Grel only shakes 
her head." 

It is no joke to me," said he, shaking his head at Grel, 
who tried to hide her bright blush by affecting entire un- 
consciousness ; " and if there is a joke, Grel is guilty of 
it, though it is not quite chivalrous in me to expose any 
fault in a lady." 

"Indeed it is not," said Mistress Nuala, "but the 
subject of your conversation must have been very in- 
teresting." 

" It was," said Grel, looking up, " all about the un- 
truths of history, about the little princes in the Tower, and 
kings and queens, and " 

The ladies gazed at Grel with great astonishment, and 
Mr. Maynooth said very quietly, 

" I see you do not credit Grel, but she is really speak- 
ing the exact truth ; Yolande interrupted us when we 
had arrived at the * Begums of Inde,' and the ^Sultanas 
of the East,' and if we had not had the great pleasure of 
receiving you, I should have discussed one more great his- 
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torical character with Grel before changing the subject." 

Mr. Maynooth stroked his beard, and looked from one 
to another of the ladies. They were all laughing, and all 
looked more or less incredulous except Grel, who crossed 
the room, and seated herself by Mistress Nuala. 

"May we be edified, my dear?" said the old lady; 
" do you think Raymond will discuss this great historical 
character in our presence, instead of with you alone ? " 

" Certainly, dear aunt," said Mr. Maynooth ; " but 
then I must do Grel the justice to say she listens most 
attentively. She never interrupts me, and her gracious 
smiles are very encouraging to my eloquence." 

" We will all listen," said Miss Barrymore ; " and if 
my smiles are of any value, I promise to smile." 

" And not to interrupt me ?" 

" Certainly, I will not interrupt you." 

" Then the character I had intended to discuss with 
Grel was our very old friend, the celebrated Bluebeard of 
the 

" Bluebeard !" said Miss Barrymore and Yolande in a 
tone of disappointment. 

" I knew you would interrupt me — Grel never does," 
said he, folding his arms, and leaning back in his chair. 

" Begin again, Raymond," said Mistress Nuala. 

" Oh I do begin again," said Miss Barrymore. 

Mr. Maynooth shrugged his shoulders, gazed at thfe 
ceiling for a second, - then recommenced : 

" As ^regards this Bluebeard, a discovery has been 
made that all the records of that age are wrong, and 
that this great man suffered much from the lying * pen- 
cillings by the way' of his contemporaries." 



The ladies laughed a quiet laugh, but did not speak. 
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" In the first place, it is admitted that he might have 
had six wives, but it is known now he did not cut off 
their heads, and lock them up in a closet, which, up to 
this our day, has been a very generally received opinion. 
There is also a growing belief in this present day — con- 
sequent upon some finding of memoranda or diaries in 
the Bluebeard family, in which the excellent gentleman 
gives his own opinion of himself — there is an increasing 
belief that Bluebeard never gave the key to the wife. 
These documents seem to prove that the wife took the 
key in the absence of her husband — and, I confess, I 
incline to that opinion myself. She, therefore, while his 
back was turned, ferreted out his secret — that is, if he 
had one, for these papers do not quite clear up that 
point — but it is written in legible characters that Blue- 
beard certainly was of a very passionate temper, and 
many learned men, arguing upon such premises, agree 
that very probably * Bluebeard knocked his wife down.' " 

Mr. Maynooth paused to take breath, and the ladies 
indulged in hearty peals of laughter. 

" Another thing is recorded in this diary. Bluebeard's 
beard never was blue ! It was black as a coal, and he 
himself acknowledges he was proud of it. Men often 
are proud of their beards, even in this our day ; but I say 
a man should be more proud of his wife than his beard, 
as I certainly am. But this is a digression. Now, when 
Mrs. Bluebeard discovered her husband's secret, he looked 
so alarmingly blue that she got a little frightened ; but 
thinking to put a good face on the matter, she called 
him Bluebeard to his face, on purpose to plague him ! 
She did plague him, as wives do plague their husbands 
very frequently, I am told, for I myself am not ex- 
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perienced on the plagues of matrimony. She plagued 
him by calling him Bluebeard, and the title stuck to him 
ever after. Now that is the true history of Bluebeard, 
and it is well known in these days that the records of 
Bluebeard's day have been tampered with to suit the 
spite and malice of contemporaries. He was not the 
only sufferer in that wretched age, as I have told Grelj 
though you did not seem to believe her — even kings were 
slandered by these lying records, and queens handed 
down to posterity no better than they should be." 

Mr. Maynooth arose from his chair, bowed low, and 
left the room, while the ladies were laughing immpde^ 
rately. 

And, Grel, dear, is this the way I^aymond amuses 
you said Mistress Nuala, as she wiped away the tears 
that her hearty laughter had provoked. 

" Not exactly," said Grel, with a demure smile. 

" But had he really been talking history to you !" said 
Miss Barrymore. 

"Does Mr. Hamilton talk history with yout" said 
Grel, archly. 

" I dare swear not," said Mr. Maynooth, who had re- 
entered the room unperceived by the ladies. 

All this happened before Grel went away to the 
deanery. When she was really gone, Mr. Maynooth, to 
keep himself from — as he said — "brooding over his 
sorrow in the loss of Grel," set himself to work to re- 
furnish Wolfscrag in a suitable manner for his bride, 
and Mistress Nuala Maynooth took up her residence at 
Mitreberris, which had previously been arranged to suit 
her convenience. 

But now Easter was approaching, the Park would 
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The county of Z had occupied the last three 

months of its life in making preparations for this pageants 
Everybody expected to meet everybody ! The county 
had more than one proof that the two adjoining counties 
looking on were ready to burst with envy ! They even 
went so far as to prophesy bad weather I Bad weather 
for a brida], and an all-day-long fSte in a park I to con- 
clude with balls in all the tents ! It was cruel^ and the 

county of Z felt that its neighboui's were inclined 

to be malicious, and if by any chance they could rule 
the clerks of the weather office, why, bad weather might 
be sent out of spite. It was too true that the opening of 
April was very cold, the spring was backward ; it was 
doubtful what the trees would do by the end of the 
month. And green trees were such additions to a land- 
scape — it would be very hard to see them otherwise on 
so festive an occasion. 

But again came the little songster — the harbinger 

cuckoo, and the county of Z no longer moped in 

hopelessness, or whispered dolefully its doubts. It was 
to be seen that the trees daily added something to their 
beauty ; the glossy leaves unfolded themselves iour by 
hour, and the magnificent trees in Heraldstowe Park 
gradually doffed their wintry hues, and robed themselves 
in green. And when the eventful morning came the 

sun shone most brilliantly ; as the county of Z said, 

" a sun made on purpose for the day and even the 
two " adjoining counties " did not take upon themselves 

to deny that, and, as the county of Z had foreseen, 

" the sun shone upon the bride." 

From an early hour the bells of St. Mary-on-the- 
Knoll pealed forth ; from an early hour the park began 
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to fill, and for some time the "javelin men " of a former 
occasion of ceremony were occupied in watching and 
warning the crowds of people on foot who came from 
all parts of the county. Then the Rifles came and 
made a grand show in the park, their bands playing all 
sorts of grand tunes ; the colours of the different corps 
placed in front of the tent in which the officers congre- 
gated, in imitation of the standards of the leaders in the 
days of chivalry, seen floating proudly either on the tops 
of the tents or stuck into the ground by the side. Car- 
riages filled with the nobility and gentry of the county 
began to arrive as early as twelve o'clock, some with six 
horses and outriders, some with four, a small number 
with only a pair, and all the horses grey. 

The two adjoining counties were hes^rd to boast after- 
wards that they had supplied very large numbers of grey 
horses for that occasion. 

At half-past twelve o'clock — for the bridegroom had 
procured a special license — the carriages for the bridal 
procession drew up at the grand entrance at Herald- 
stowe. Carriages containing the near relatives and 
friends of the bride went first, among whom might be 
seen Mr. and Mrs. Barrymore, Mrs. Hamilton and Mrs. 
Fulke Hamilton, Captain and Mrs. Fortescue, Lord 
Prellsthorpe and party. Mistress Nuala Maynooth, Lord 
Danby, and Lady Gwendoline, &c. &c. 

The bridegroom had called at the Abbey and seen 
Sir Hildebrand, and then he went on alone, in his state 
carriage drawn by four grey horses, to the church of St, 
Mary-on-the-KnoU, and took up his place by the altar, 
until the proper moment for coming forward to claim 
his bride. The Rifles walked four deep on each side of 
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the carriages of the gentry and the friends and relative^ 
of the bride. The Dean of So-and-so, Mr. Prebendary 
Thorn, and the new Rector of Prellsthorpe, Mr. Spencer, 
occupied one carriage. In the next carriage went Ray- 
mond Maynooth and Grel, Lord Tenderdon and Yo- 
lande, followed by five other carriages and four, contain- 
ing the remainder of the bridesmaids and groomsmen. 
After these carriages came a large open break, drawn 
by four horses, containing twenty flower-girls, dressed 
in white with blue sashes, their bonnets trimmed with 
blue, and baskets of flowers in their hands. The six 
young ladies — the train-bearers — came next in a large 
coach ; among these were " the Chit and " Rosa 
Thorn they were dressed in pale pink with wreaths of 
apple blossom, and it was said ^^the Rifles admired them 
greatly." 

Then came Sir Hildebrand's grand state-coach, drawn 
by six grey horses, in trappings emblazoned with the 
Barrymore arms. The horses' heads were decked with 
flowers, the little postilions had bouquets, the old coach- 
man loomed larger than ever, seated in grand state (the 
hammer-cloth glittering with arms and emblazonments), 
his bouquet so large that it was a marvel how it could 
keep its place so properly, his handsome new livery and 
large cocked hat perfection ; the tall footmen — ^also with 
bouquets — crowded at the back of the coach, their long 
staves crowned and banded with silver. The thirty 
javelin men, all mounted on grey horses, rode on each 
side the coach; all the bridle-reins were decked with 
flowers, and every javelin man had a bouquet. The 
trumpeters ^dth their silver trumpets and banners, with 
the Barrymore arms emblazoned, immediately preceded 
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the coach, having agreed between themselves on the 
exact minutes that "a flourish" ought to be given. 
And so, when the door of the state-coach was opened, 
and the bride was expected to make her appearance, the 
trumpeters gave " a flourish of trumpets." She was 
handed to the coach by her aged grandfather, who fol* 
lowed her in, and took his place by her side. 

Miss Barrymore begged in a gentle whisper that her 
dear grandfather would " tell the men not to trumpet ;" 
but Sir BLildebrand said, 

flourish of trumpets' is quite correct, Zara, dear; 
and, besides, it pleases the trumpeters — they like to feel 
they have something to do ; and besides, my dear, the 
people delight in the sound of trumpets." 

Miss Barrymore yielded. Her bridal dress was very 
costly lace over rich satin. Her wreath of orange blos- 
som was extremely beautiful, and the long and valuable 
veil that covered her head fell in folds to her feet. Her 
ornaments were all pearls, some presented by the bride- 
groom, some by Eaymond Maynooth, and some by her 
brother Almeric Barrymore. 

And the state-coach, containing the bride and her 
grandfather, set off at rather a slow pace, for the park 
was crowded, and a faster motion almost impossible. 
The old man had taken her hand, and as he leaned back 
in the carriage he said, 

He is a good man, my dear. I rest myself happy on 
his goodness, and I trust you, my darling, will be happy." 

" Yes, yes, my dear papa," and she carried his hand 
to her lips, and lovingly kissed it ; " and then 1 shall be 
near you after my return home. I shall come and see 
you, oh ! so very often !" 
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" Yes, my own Zara, yes." 

But they had reached the church, and aoother flourish 
of trumpets announced the arrival of the bride. The 
bells ceased to ring, the organ pealed forth, and con- 
tinued its mellifluous tones until the bride stood in the 
presence of the clergy, who were waiting to receive her. 
The church ivas decked with flowers ; the tall pillars, 
from top to bottom, were wreathed with the loveliest 
hues. The banners of the Barry mores, that floated high 
up in the chancel, drooped festoons of flowers from one 
to the other ; and the gentry of the county filled the 
church to overflowing. The windows on the outsides 
were invaded by respectable people, climbing up, at the 
risk of their lives, to try to catch a glimpse of the scene 
within. The churchwardens and sidesmen were at their 
wits' end, in the fear of what might happen to the mag- 
nificent twelfth-century glass. For the church of " St. 
Mary-on-the-KnoU " was well known all over the county 

of Z to be unique of its kind, and to possess 

stained-glass, altar tombs, banners, and brasses of price- 
less value. 

When the bride stepped from the coach, her aged 
gi'andfather stood ready to receive her ; the flower-girls 
stood on each side of the crimson velvet that was put 
down from the churchyard gates to the altar, and threw 
their flowers as the bride walked on; the six young 
ladies, in pale pink and apple blossom wreaths, with 
long tulle veils, now took up the bride's train. At the 
church door she was received by the bridesmaids and 
groomsmen standing on each side, and still leaning on 
the arm of the aged gentleman, the bride went slowly 
on to the middle of the church, where she was received 
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by the clergy, " The Dean of So-and-So, assisted by Mr. 
Prebendary Thorn, and the Rector of Prellsthorpe, the 
Honourable Walter Spencer." The organ ceased, and 
the very reverend the Dean addressed the large congrega- 
tion assembled under that roof, on that particular day, 
with the opening words of the marriage ceremony, 

"Dearly beloved, we are gathered together, &c." 
When it was said, Who giveth this woman, &c.," Sir 
Hildebrand, taking the hand of the bride, and reve- 
rently stooping and kissing it, presented it to the Dean. 
When the blessing had been given, the clergy went to 
the altar, followed by the bride and bridegroom, and 
the remainder of the party, the choir chaunting 
" Beati Omnesr When the service was over, the Dean 
took the hand of the bride, and stooping, kissed her. 
Raymond Maynooth, as best man, was not slow to claim, 
his privilege also. And then the bride turned to her 
dear old grandfather, and they stood locked in each 
other's arms for many seconds. The signing* of names 
took place in the vestry, the bride and bridegroom sign- 
ing first, and afterwards the witnesses to the marriage as 
many as pleased. When this was over, the bridegroom 
offered his arm to the bride, they re-entered the church, 
and the organ pealed forth " Mendelssohn's Bridal 
March," while they slowly made their way down the 
church and across the churchyard, the flower-girls strew- 
ing flowers, the little trainbearers carrying the train, and 
the bridesmaids and groomsmen clustering behind. 

When the bride was about to enter the coach, a long 
and loud flourish of trumpets announced that the bride 
had left the church, and was about to drive to Herald- 
stowe. The flourish of trumpets over, the bells broke: 
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out into the most jubilant sonnds^ chasing after each 
other rapidly, and then clashing loudly in the exube- 
rance of their joy. And slowly went the bridegroom's 
new state carriage and four greys up the slope to the 
Knoll hill, the people following in crowds, for they ex- 
pected the carriage would stop at the top, and that the 
bridegroom would speak to them there, as Sir Hilde- 
brand did. Alas ! they were doomed to disappointment. 
The bridegroom had contented himself with throwing 
handfuls of money amongst the people, and his four 
greys had no feeling of fatigue with the little ascent up 
to the Knoll hill ; and on arriving there, instead of 
stopping to rest, they trotted on much faster. The 
crowd stood looking after the carriage and silent. They 
had opened their mouths to shout, but in their astonish- 
ment at this odd turn of events, they stood open- 
mouthed and dumb. 

Presently came Sir Hildebrand's state-coach — he had 
filled it with the six pretty train-bearers, and he was 
holding open a wide-mouthed bag, from which the train- 
bearers were taking handfuls of money and throwing to 
the crowd. And Sir Hildebrand's six greys knew their 
duty much better, than heedlessly to trot oflF on arriving 
at the Knoll. And then the crowd shouted to their 
hearts' content, and Sir Hildebrand bowed, now on this 
side, now on that, and the train-bearers scattered the 
money, and little boys tumbled down in the scramble, 
and rolled down the hill ; and when the state-coach at 
length moved on, the pretty train-bearers laughed and 
clapped their hands, and felt, as "Chit" afterwards 
said to her mother, what a wonderful thing it was to be 
a train-bearer at a grand wedding, and to return from 
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the church in the grand state-coach, drawn by six 
splendid grey horses, and such grand postilions, and 
coachman, and footmen, and be with Sir Hildebrand, 
and throw the money, and see the boys scramble, and 
hear the girls laugh, and all the old men and women in 
the world just shout like mad I 

The carriages of the bridesmaids and groomsmen 
followed Sir Hildebrand's, and then came the friends 
and relatives, and the gentry of the county. The 
breakfast was in the saloon, at which only the relatives 
of the bride and bridegroom, the clergy, bridesmaids, 
and groomsmen were present. All who were not at the 
breakfast had luncheon in the dining-room. 

There was a great deal of speechifying at the break- 
fast. A great deal was said about the bride and the 
certainty of her future happiness, and the bridesmaids 
came in also for their share of notice. Sir Hildebrand 
kept up wonderfully, and though the bridegroom did not 
say very much — he left all the speeches to the grooms- 
men — it is recorded that he looked remarkably hand- 
some. The breakfast over, came the disrobing of the 
bride, and the re-dressing her for travelling. The 
bridesmaids shared amongst them " the pins " that had 
been used about the bridal gear, and the little train- 
bearers thought they ought to come in for their share ; 
for the pins were symbolical of early matrimony to their 
fortunate possessors ; only as the more pins the greater 
the luck, no bridesmaid — it is to be supposed — would 
willingly part with even one ! But Sara Thorn gave 
half of hers to her little sister, " Rosa," and Grel gave 
^11 hers to the Chit." Sara Thorn would willingly 
have given up the whole, but then it was not compli- 
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mentary to the bride. Grel was not learned in these 
matters, and so she made herself and the Chit " very 
happy, quite unaware that she had committed any sole- 
cism in good manners. 

But at length the plain dark coloured chariot came to 
the door, drawn by six greys of marvellous beauty. And 
the time was come when the bride must leave the home 
of her childhood. 

In the county of Z a wedding without tears is 

considered unlucky. But ever afterwards it was said 
that Miss Barrymore's wedding must have been an ex- 
tremely lucky and happy wedding ; for the whole county 
knew the facts of the case — " everybody cried !" 

The bride began ; for she and Sir Hildebrand were 
again locked in each other's arms. Some said the old 
man wept. And this might be true. Certain it is the 
bridesmaids all cried heartily, and the little chits of train- 
bearers cried for company. 

But at length the bride was handed to her carriage by 
Sir Hildebrand, and the bridegroom followed immedi- 
ately. The bells were clashing and ringing in the most 
jubilant fashion. But the crowds in the park were so 
great, the carriage could only move at a foot's pace, and 
then began the " game of the slipper." 

Where all the white satin slippers came from was 
quite a marvel to the gentlemen. The groomsmen led the 
way, the gentry followed, and the Rifles helped. It was 
like throwing the jerrid, and the chariot seemed to move 
along amid a bower of old slippers. Sir Hildebrand 
stood with his field-glass watching the " game," and 
laughing, for the art was to keep throwing the slippers, 
and yet never let one touch the horses or the candage. 
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And it was a scene such as few had ever before witness- 
ed in these degenerate days, when " state and pageantry " 
are sent to the " right about," and old games of skill 
" laid on the shelf." For no slipper ever did fall wrong, 
and the slippers were caught by willing hands on one 
side of the carriage, and immediately hurled back — they 
seemed ever in the air, and ever moving. And when 
at last the carriage did reach the park gates, and the 
postilions and the greys ' felt themselves getting free of 
the crowd, and that they might quicken their pace a 
little, the crowd of gentlemen gave three hearty cheers, 
and then threw " all the old slippers" after the carriage 
for luck ! 

As the county of Z said, '^What would the 

two adjoining counties say? Had they ever seen or 
known such a wedding ! Why, to see ' the game of the 
slipper ' was worth something ! And people could not 
help crying; they laughed till they cried, and then they 
cried again because it was lucky to cry at a wedding !" 

The people in the park were allowed to do pretty 
much as they pleased for the remainder of that day. 
The keepers and park rangers said afterwards that they 
should have full two months' hard work before they 
could restore the park to its former beautiful order. The 
Rifles were regaled in the tents. 

When the bride and bridegroom were gone, the 
company had the pleasure of examining many parts of the 
bride's very elegant trousseau, and all the splendid pre- 
sents were arranged in the drawing-room. A gold 
breakfast service was given by Sir Hildebrand, and 
amongst the presents were china vases, clocks for th«i 
hall and boudoir, lamps, writing-tables, dead gold set for 
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the writing-table, Dresden tea-service, bracelets, chains, 
rings, and articles too numerous to mention. The ex- 
amination of these things occupied the company until it 
was time to prepare for the banquet, at which all the 
county of Z— — that could be accommodated with chairs . 
and knives and forks, were present. 

Sir Hildebrand retired soon after the departure of the 
bride. Mr. Barrymore took the head of the table, and 
Baymond Maynooth occupied Sir Hildebrand's chair ; 
and after the banquet came the ball, and the county of 

Z danced till the little birdies began to twitter, and 

the sun to peep in at the ball-room wiildows. 

And that was the end of Miss Barrymore's wedding 
—grand-daughter of Sir Hildebrand Barry-Barrymore of 

Heraldstowe, in the county of Z y on the day that 

Mr. Hamilton married her, and made her " Mrs. Hamil- 
ton of Prellsthorpe Abbey." 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

" WHEN POBTUNE SMn.ES TABIC THE ADVANTAGE." 

SOME things that happened on Miss Barrymore'a 
wedding-day it is necessary to record. The ladies 
by common consent declined to appear at the banquet. 
They retired to boudoirs and dressing-rooms, and refreshed 
themselves by comfortable naps in easy chairs or on sofas, 
and by the beverage that ladies love — delicious tea. 

A large party had gathered in Mrs. Barrymore's 
fitting-room. They were what they called " resting and 
having a little chat," previous to the re-adjustment of 
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their dress for the ball. This is the hour, the witching 
hour, when ladies love to muster strongly here and there, 
and discuss knotty points, and sip their tea, and open 
their hearts to each other, and give their opinions on 
things present or on passing events, and make prophecies, 
to be realised or not in the future, as the case may be. 
And as they had just witnessed and assisted at one grand 
wedding, naturally the hearts and hopes of the "Maiden- 
hoods " present on this occasion had visions and vistas of 
weddings in the future. 

"Grel, you darling, is the day fixed?" said Ohristabel. 

" No," said Grel, very demurely sipping her tea. 

" You have at last seen the * real old original Blue- 
beard chamber?'" said Olga. "No thanks to that hand- 
some Sir Bluebeard for so deceiving us." 

" Tell us, Grel, what did you see there ?" said Mrs. 
Barrymore. 

" She discovered that if he had six wives he did not 
show them to her," said Irene ; " she calls them myths." 

" Bluebeard's wife — his Grel wife, I mean — will be 
no myth " said Sara Thorn ; " he has given her jewels 
enough — or, I should say, there are jewels enough in the 
Bluebeard chamber for all the princesses in the Arabian 
Nights, and silks, and satins, and velvets, and cloths of 
gold and silver, and Turkish dresses, and Indian shawls, 
and Persian carpets, and Austrian glass, and many more 
things that I have not memory to remember or breath to 
repeat." 

So I have heard," said Olga ; " and I sigh doubly 
that I could not prevail upon him to cast his handsome 
eyes on me. I love jewels and cloths of gold, and so on. 
But just fancy the freaks of fortune — ^if she would but 
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pull that Ugly bandage from her eyes, she might become 
more discerning — for just to fancy all these exquisite 
things for Grel, of all people in the world, who does not 
care a straw for all the jewels and finery in the two 
hemispheres." 

" But Raymond does," said Grel, " and for his. 
sake " 

She stopped in some confusion; her cousins were 
amused at something — what could it be I 

" Go on, Grel. Raymond — what about Raymond I 
Such a love of a name !" said Christabel. 

And then Grel became aware that though Mr. May- 
nooth had bestowed an infinity of time and trouble in 
teaching her the exact pronunciation of that particular 
name, she would better have conformed to the usages of 
society if she had been more ceremonious in the presence 
of others. Grel drooped her head in this sudden shock 
at her own want of propriety, and most unexpectedly the 
Chit " came to her rescue. The little chits of train- 
bearers had been cared for by Mrs. Barrymore, and 
brought to her sitting-room for refreshment and rest. 

" Yes," said the " Chit," going up to Grel and stand- 
ing by her side, as if she felt equal to protecting her 
from the attacks of her cousins, " yes, it is a lovely name 
— / always call him Raymond." 

" You !" burst from many voices simultaneously. 

" Well, and why may I not?" said "Chit," evidently 
determined to hold her own, for she had spoken with 
some degree of spirit; *^he always called me his dear little 
sweetheart, and he gave me this beautiful bracelet, in 
memory of the days when we went sweethearting. And 
if I may call him Raymond — and I have always done so, 
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and do still — pray, why may not Lady Grel, to whom he 
is betrothed V 

The forwardness'of "Chits" is certainly becoming for- 
midable in this fast century ; nevertheless, somewhat to 
the astonishment of Grel, the large party were silenced 
by the Chit's " sudden championship. 

After a few moments of silence, during which the 
ladies were trying to compose their faces, so as not to 
appear to be laughing at Grel, or to excite* still further 
the championship of the " Chit," Mrs. Barrymore said, 

" Why, Grel, love, are you not jealous of this ^ little 
sweetheart?' " 

''No," said Grel, stealing her arm round the " Chit's" 
waist, " I am not at all jealous of Mr. Maynooth's little 
sweetheart." 

But the propriety of the Lady Grel's manner, and the 
substitution of " Mr. Maynooth" for the Christian name 
"Raymond," took the house by storm," and the ladies 
laughed in chorus again. Now the " Chit" turned com- 
forter, for she said, 

" Do not you mind. Lady Grel. Eaymond Maynooth 
is such a nice sweetheart. He gave me sugar-plums 
whenever I saw him, and new dolls very often. And 
when I was growing older he bought me a work-box and 
some dissected maps and puzzles." 

The room was again awed into silence, while the 
" Chit " stood comforting Grel by the recital of her ex- 
periences. ' 

"And then, when I had quite grown out of being his 
sweetheart, he gave me this bracelet." 

And "Chit" took off the bracelet, and proudly ex- 
hibited it, first to Grel, and then to the hushed lookers-oOr 
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Yes, love," said Grel, during the continuation of the 
silence, and I shall give you another bracelet, because 
I am sure you were always a kind little sweetheart to 
him, and I shall always love you for his sake." 

The " Chit " and Grel sisterized on the spot. And 
Grel gathered up her coui*age, and said to " Chit,** 

^ They would be glad, indeed, would they not, if they 
were privileged to call him 'Raymond,' as you and I aret** 

^ Chit " was sure they would. 

"My dear seventh Mrs. Bluebeard designate," said Sara 
Thorn, "we are quite sure you have drawn a prize. 
And I am sure I only speak the sentiments of all my 
sisters present when I say, we all congratulate yoa 
heartily on your ' Raymond,' and we hope his beard may 
never be more blue than it is at this moment." 

" Or his eyes — his lovely eyes less blue," said Olga. 

" May we come and see you in your castle, Mrs. Bloe^ 
beard 1" said Christabel. 

" Yes," said Grel ; " you shall all come and ^ 

" If they behave themselves." said the " Chit," to the 
great amusement of the party. 

" You are right," said Grel, supporting the " Chit," 
as she herself had been supported — "if you behave 
yourselves; and as I mean to have a very quiet 
wedding ^" 

" Just as a sort of foil to Zara's very grand one," said 
Mrs. Barrymore. 

" Yes, as a strong contrast to this we have all 
enjoyed so much to-day ; so to make up to you for the 
loss of the dance, and the carousal at my wedding, I 
think I shall in future try to bias the mind of my dear 
Mr. Bluebeard to allow me to have certain recherche 
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parties — ^archery, croquet, and cricket for the summer, 
masques, fancy balls, or charades in the winter. And 
on such occasions he and I will fill our ^ castle,' and 
ask for" — and now Qrel arose from her chair, and 
curtseyed low as she continued — " the pleasure of seeing 
the smiling faces of our friends and cousins." 

Oh I you darling I — how you have jumped out of 
the scrape !" said Christabel. 

" And fancy calling him her ^ dear Mr. Bluebeard !' " 
8aid Olga. 

But his beard is all silk — mean like yellow silk," 
daid Rosa Thorn, who at this epoch in her early 

Maidenhood " was unable to comprehend her more 
learned sisters. 

Her little head had been trying to find out why Mr. 
Maynooth's beard was by them called blue, when she 
herself could plainly see it was yellow. 

" Yes, Rosa," said Olga ; " he kept silkworms when 
he was in the mulberry country, and then had all the 
cocoons unwound for a beard for himself." 

" Was that it ?" said Rosa ; " then why do you say it 
is blue r 

" It may have been blue once, do you not see ?" said 
Olga. 

**May it I" said Rosa; *^then what changed it to 
yellow?" 

" Some kdy with gdden hair powdered it with gold 
powder, and you see the result." 

But you said that was the silkworms," said Rosa, in 
the greater distress the less she could comprehend. 

You keep silkworms yourself, and then it will all 
become plain as a pikestaff," said Olga. 
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And Rosa's little head went off upon silkworms, and 
the query as to whether Sara and Gerald would help 
her, and as to where the mulberry trees were supposed 
to grow ; but this specimen of " Maidenhood " must 
be kept a little longer in the shade before it will be 
interesting to the readers of the " Chronicles of the 
County of Z 

But while the ladies were resting and amusing 
themselves, and sipping their tea, as already recorded, a 
thought struck Grel, which she afterwards carried out. 

We have said that after the banquet there was a ball, 
and in all due course Raymond Maynooth and Grel 
were seen promenading and. dancing together. He took 
this opportunity of representing to her " that ever since 
he sat opposite to her at that dinner after the poultry 
show at Landeswold — when he had so ominously 
* buttoned up his coat,' by which the world of lookers-on 
might know he had taken all to his heart he ever 
wished to have, and that he had not room for any other 
impression — ever since that particular minute her image 
had been present with him night and day. He did not 
mean to take any credit to himself for his constancy ; 
he should be ashamed to hint at such a thing ; but when 
a man really was over head and ears in love ; when a 
man had but one thought morning, noon, and night, 
and that, " when will she have me ?" — when a man has 
a house to take her to, and a heart beating with joy at 
the very thought of welcoming her, and all his woridly 
goods standing ready, that he might " endow her" most 
comfortably, not to say even brilliantly — ^it did become 
something of a question naturally arising in his mind als 
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to whether she would be pleased to have him in the 
coarse of the " to-morrow," or the day after that," or 
whether it would be her supreme will and pleasure that 
he should still wait an entire week — seven long days ! 

And then Grel spoke, and she began by telling Mr. 
Maynooth that she " should not reply to such queries as 
^ to-morrow,' or ' the day af ter,^ or * seven long days 
The particular day could easily be fixed when she 
pleased. But for her part, she should like a very quiet 
wedding, for one or two reasons. She must be married 
from the Deanery in a far-off county, and would not 
have any lady friends very near, or any large castle to 
stow them in, as Zara Barrymore had had close by at 
Prellsthorpe. And then the dear Dean and Mrs. 
Cheetham were very anxious about Brenda, for though 
she was in Dresden, her letters were always painful, and 
probably Brenda still made herself very disagreeable ; 
and so on. that account alone, if for no other, perhaps, 
the more quiet the affair could be the better." 

Bluebeard stroked his beard, and felicitated himself 
that everything was going on exactly as he could wish, 
and he nodded his head most amiably, and agreed with 
Grel in everything she said. And then Grel mooted 
another subject — " that she liked the * Chit,' and she 
should like to have her and Kosa Thorn for her brides- 
maids ; and would it be * very foolish ' to have two such 
very young girls to support her I" She stopped short 
there, and did not add, " on so very trying an occasion." 
Mr. Maynooth was quite able to understand all she had 
omitted to say, and he soon convinced her " that there 
would be nothing ' foolish ' — on the contrary, it was a 
proof of great kindness on her part to be so thoughtful 
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not to fill up the Deanery with her grand lady consins, 
and that he himself so highly approved the thought, that 
he would have Gerald Thorn for * best mair.' " 

" You see, my darling, all the * best men ' in the 
county are married, and 

" Not yet," said Grel, demurely. 

" Indeed, my * Pearl,' they are. There b Almeric and 
Hamilton, and 

" You are speaking of very good men I admit," said 
she quietly, but in my judgment the best man in the 
county of Z is still unmarried.*' 

" You know you are the veriest darling in the world," 
said he as he very gently pressed her hand; "why, if you 
tell me such things, we ought to be married to-morrow. 
Because I shall feel, and probably look so shamefaced 
standing alone in the county on so high a pedestal." 

" I do not believe you could look shamefaced, as you 
call it, if you tried," said she laughing. 

" Certainly not when I am with you. But if I allow 

the entire county of Z to gaze upon me as the best 

msociy par excellence^ I feel within myself that the best 
are sometimes very bad, and become shamefaced accord- 
ingly." 

In a few weeks afterwards the marriage of the Lady 
Orel Stuart with Otho Raymond Maynooth was solem- 
nized in the Roman Catholic chapel in the city of so and so. 

And the county of Z was made happy by the fact 

that though the wedding took place in a distant county, 
it was conducted in a first-rate manner, considering that 
it was a very quiet affair. For Cardinal Sapience, a real 
Roman Catholic Cardinal, in his full state robes^ all 
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scarlet and purple and gold, and lace, and embroidery, 
and crosses, and everything else that was necessary and 
proper — ^had married the happy pair. 

^The county of Z confessed that if the Lady Qrel 

had submitted to have a pervert cardinal or archbishop, 
a sort of half-and-half, who had once been somebody, but 
who was now nobody — ^if she had submitted to such a 
lowering of her own dignity, that they — the inhabitants 
thereof — would certainly not have honoured her, as they 
had done in the past, and as they hoped to do in the fu- 
ture, as the bride of one of the most influential gentle- 
men in the county of Z . 

And after the ceremony had been solemnized by the 
grand Roman Catholic Cardinal, the bridal party drove 

to the Cathedral of , and the Bishop of ^ 

assisted by the Very Kev. Charles John Cheetham, D.D. 
the dean, the Rev. Cecil Walmer, D.D., sub- dean, the 
Rev. Charles Hanbury, canon in residence, and the Rev. 
Henry Clark, precentor — again read the marriage service 
according to the Protestant form. Qrel was given away 
by her uncle, the Earl of Prellsthorpe. " Chit " and 
Rosa Thorn were the two hajjpy bridesmaids, and "Chit" 
told Rosa that her kind mamma had allowed her to 
finish up her career of sweetheart to Raymond May- 
nooth by becoming bridesmaid to his bride," at which 
Rosa Thorn opened her eyes very wide, because she did 
not understand in the least. Gerald Thorn was best man. 

And then there was a dSjeunSy and then the dark 
claret chariot came to the door, and then once more 
very early "Maidenhood " was troubled with the clouds 
and cares of disappointment. 

Gerald Thorn and "Chit" had tried their utmost to 

U2 
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get together a considerable nnmber of old satin slippers. 
They utterly failed. There were no old slippers at the 
Deanery/' as Mrs. Cheetham very wisely remarked; "all 
the old shoes and old clothes had been given away in a 
heap when they came away from Prellsthorpe, and 
really they had not had time to make any old slippers.** 

" Chit " was in despair. To think that Raymond 
Maynooth on his wedding-day could not have an old 
shoe thrown after him for luck ! It was so unfortunate ; 
she herself had only new shoes with her — she had plenty 
of old ones at home. 

Now, Yolande Maynooth explained, "That it was 
all very well to throw slippers and that sort of thing in 
a large park in the country, and especially so where the 
owner of the park liked all old customs to be kept up ; 
but, in point of fact, throwing the old shoe was only a 
relic of bygone times, and going very much out of fashion 
in these days ; and that also it had to be borne in mind, 
that a deanery was not a park, and not susceptible of 
the same sort of pageant." 

And as the " Chit " looked so extremely unhappy on 
being first awakened to the fact of such excellent fun, 
as she and Gerald Thorn called it, going out of fashion. 
Miss Maynooth, to comfort her, produced a pair of her 
own old slippers, and said, 

" That if, when the carriage was just driving from the 
door of the Deanery, and out at the gates of the court- 
yard — ^if Gerald, as best man, threw one, and the *Chit,' 
as bridesmaid, the other, that it was well-known and 
understood in all parts of England that the good luck 
of the bride and bridegroom would be as great as if 
hundreds of slippers were thrown." 
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And then, as there was nothing better to be done, the 
" Chit " and Gerald did as they were told, and the car- 
riage rolled away, and the inmates were expected to be 
as happy as possible for the rest of their lives. " Chit," 
as she turned to Gerald said, 

" I quite believe they will be happy." 

H Oh ! of course they will," said Gerald, " they cannot 
help it. But, you see, a Deanery is a musty old place, 
not a bit like Heraldstowe. And after all, you see, again, 
it would have been impossible to run after the carriage, 
and catch the slippers and throw them again, because 
there is only just enough room in the courtyard for 
carriages to turn handsomely, and we could not possibly 
have run down the streets of the city." 

" It was a very great pity and a great loss," said Chit. 

"Oh! most abominable," said Gerald ; "but it is the 
fault of being married in such a stupid place. Prells- 
thorpe Rectory would have been far better, because of 
the long drive down the shrubbery. It was quite a 
shame to be married from the Deanery." 

" I like the grand old cathedral," said " Chit." 

" Oh I yes, of course, one must like grand old cathe- 
drals, and all that sort of thing, but at a wedding I like 
jolly good fun, such as we had at Heraldstowe." 

And that was the " Chit's" disappointment. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

" WHEN THE HEART 18 AFHUE SOME SPARKS WH^L FLY OUT OF 
THE MOUTH." 

AFTER Miss Barrymore's wedding there was a great 
lull in the comity of Z . But suddenly the 

lull was broken by a strange whisper, to the effect that 
Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton had returned. 

" It cannot be," said the ladies ; " it is only a few 
weeks since that grand wedding I — they cannot have re- 
turned !" 

All sorts of petty deceits were practised to find out 
the truth, but none succeeded. And so the county of 

Z sat in mute expectation, with its ears wide 

open, expecting to hear the sound of bells from this 
steeple and that, and its eyes peering into letter-bags 
for missives of importance. But the bells were silent ; 
the missives came not. 

Now the real truth was, that Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton 
were actually at Heraldstowe. It had happened thus : 
one morning Almeric received a hasty note from Mr. Ha- 
milton to say *Hhey had returned to town, and that if Sir 
Hildebrand would like to have them for a week incog., 
they should enjoy to be with him very much more than 
being where they were." Sir Hildebrand telegraphed 
" Yes, by all means and then came another missive, 
saying they wbuld be at the station at Stowe-in-the- 
Valley by the last train on such a day. And then Al- 
meric himself went to Stowe to meet the train, and a 
lady and gentleman were seen to enter his carriage. A 
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whitechapel had beeo sent for the luggage and attend- 
ants^ but no surprise had been excited at the station ; 
carriages from Heraldstowe often drove thither, and 
transported Sir Hildebrand's friends to his hospitable 
roof. In this instance the station-master thought, when 
the whitechapel was in the act of driving away, that he 
saw one of Mr. Hamilton's servants, and he turned to a 
porter and asked ^^if Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton had 
arrived, or if he had seen the gentleman and lady who 
were gone off in the carriage to Heraldstowe?" The 
porter had seen " a lady bundled up in shawls and veils, 
and a gentleman with a billycock hat, who had got the 
toothache or something, for he kept a silk handkerchief 
to his mouth, and he seemed in a very great hurry. 
He was not Mr. Hamilton ; he knew Mr. Hamilton very 
well, and he never saw him in a hurry since he had been 
on the station at Stowe." 

This had given rise to the report, and there was a 
good deal of talk and some suspicion afloat, but nothing 

could be proved ; and the county of Z was in the 

very act of making up its mind to think it must have 
been deceived by a false rumour, when the real facts 
were made known. 

Mrs. Hamilton rushed from the carriage into the 
library, where Sir Hildebrand sat awaiting their arrival, 
and was immediately clasped in his arms. 

" My darling — my own !" said the old man. 

"Dear papal— dear, dear papal" said Mrs. Hamilton. 

And we must confess they did not meet again without 

tears. The county of Z has no superstition on the 

subject of " tears," or the contrary, as to the good luck 
on a return to one's own home, though it decidedly 
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believes that tears" at a wedding are indispensable, and 
that the great happiness of the bride and bridegroom 
mainly depends on the number of tears " shed on the 
interesting day of the wedding. 

And so the "tears" were dashed away from the 
old man's eyes, and the fine cambric applied to Mrs. 
Hamilton's. Presently rapid footsteps were heard ap- 
proaching, and in rushed Mr. Hamilton and Almeric, 
and closing the library door, Almeric shouted out, 

" Slap bang, here we are again !" &c. &c. Mr. Ha- 
milton joined him, and amid this rollicking chorus Sir 
Hildebrand clasped Mrs. Hamilton closer to his heart, 
laughed louder and louder every minute; forgot the 
tears in the comer of his eyes, and at length joined in 
^the shout with, " Such jolly dogs are we I" 

Now Mrs Hamilton had never heard that tune, or 
even thought of it, since that very uncomfortable period 
in her life when, feeling herself oppressed by the "great 
expectations " she had had as to what Mr. Hamilton might 
say, and as he said "nothing," her astonishment and 
perhaps also her disappointment were so great that she 
longed to shout out, " Such jolly dogs are we I" when 
she was prevented from relieving herself in this classical 
manner by Mr. Hamilton saying something about " pea- 
cocks." 

All this flashed through her mind in an instant, and 
closely as the old man held her, so closely she too put 
her arms round his neck and hid her face on his shoul- 
der. By degrees she unclasped her hands, and when 
Sir Hildebrand again joined in the chorus she raised up 
her head, and, meeting her husband'seye, laughed aloud. 
And then Mr. Hamilton shook hands with Sir Hilde- 
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brand, and then the chorus began again, and Mr. Ha- 
milton thought it was a capital trick to cheat the county 
in this way ; and Almeric ran to the hall, and fetched 
Mr. Hamilton's billycock hat, for he had not accustomed 
himself to such hats before he left Prellsthorpe ; and 
Mr. Hamilton put it on for Sir Hildebrand to see, and 
also he took a letter from his pocket and twisted it into 
the form of a short pipe, and put it in his mouth, and 
with his arms a-kimbo, strutting in his walk, and the 
famous billycock hat set on one side, he walked up and 
down the long library, while Sir Hildebrand and Mrs. 
Hamilton again laughed till the tears rolled down their 
cheeks. 

It is recorded that Mr. Almeric Barrymore closed the 
library door before commencing the well-known chorus, 
but it was not observed by any of the singers that Palmer 
had afterwards opened the door and entered the room. In 
a second or two Palmer — who was an extremely well edu- 
cated domestic — saw that he certainly had no business 
there — that he must seek some more favourable moment 
for delivering his message, and that he had better deliber- 
ately withdraw. He did so, but on his return to his 
fellow-servants Palmer seemed all of a sudden so altered 
a man, that at once and unanimously they accused him 
of having seen a ghost. He contented himself with 
a simple denial, until he was very much pressed on all 
sides to know what had happened, and he then said in a 
positive tone, 

"I have not been in the hall !" 

This convinced all those who had not been convinced 
before, that Palmer certainly did see ghosts in the hall. 
Sopn afterwards Palmer made another attempt upon 
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the library^ but he returned even more rapidly than 
before ; and his eyebrows were now expressive of such 
extreme astonishment, and his manner so silent and 
strange, that his fellow-servants began to whisper to- 
gether that perhaps he had had his dismissal ! Only when 
the "upper table" were assembled for the last social 
meeting on that evening, did Palmer condescend to ex-^ 
plain that he had positively seen Mr. Hamilton dancing 
wildly about the library, and heard him singing " Slap 
bang, here we are again !" The " upper table" could not 
credit it, if Palmer had not seen it with his own eyes, 
and heard it with his own ears, and told them himself. 
And then Palmer related that on his second attempt to> 
speak to Mr. Barrymore, he saw Mr. Hamilton marching 
down the library with a pipe in his mouth, just like a 
common man ! Ay ! and he looked like one, too, with 
his arms stuck so, and his queer hat set on one side I 
This distressed the feelings of the " upper table," the 
females one and all objected to smoke, it made so much 
more extra trouble in a house, and the men admitted that 
they wished, if Mr. Hamilton meant to smoke, that he 
would smoke like a gentleman, and not like a blackguard.: 
They were not accustomed to blackguards at Herald- 
stowe. But to make up for news of this sort, which 
certainly was not agreeable — ^that is, in the matter of 
smoking — Palmer said that Mr. Hamilton always called 
our young lady " Zara," and that she called him " Fulke." 
He heard that several times during dinner. And when 
Sir Hildebrand was leaving the dining-room on the an- 
nouncement of tea, he (Palmer) had heard him say, 
"Fulke, my boy, give me your arm." 

Twenty-four hours afterwards, when the same party 
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were assembled together in the same place, the men* 
servants^ unanimously declared that Mr. Hamilton was 
as much of a gentleman as ever in manner and look ; he 
was as handsome as ever — the female domestics said 
handsomer — as aristocratic-looking, and as little given to 
smoking ! They did not mean to dispute Palmer's word, 
as to what he might have seen, but excepting the hat in 
the hall, which Mr. Hamilton did not wear — for he wore 
a proper hat — there was no appearance of anything 
different in him since the wedding-day until now. The 
females, one and all, declared there was no trace of a 
pipe, or even of a cigar. Oh I they would find out such 
things. They could always tell when Mr. Maynooth 
was in the house ; but he always smoked some kind of 
tobacco that was very agreeable, and he really was such 
a civil-spoken gentleman, he might smoke all day long 
if he liked, he never looked a bit the less of a gentleman 
when he had a pipe in his mouth ! But the case would 
be quite different with Mr. Hamilton ; he was just one 
of those gentlemen who never ought to touch a pipe, 
and they sincerely hoped he never would. He certainly 
had not smoked at Heraldstowe since his arrival, they 
were very certain of that, for there was nothing they 
should more surely discover than the evidences of pipes 
and cigars. 

And now by degrees the county of Z was made 

intensely happy. That speech of Sir Hildebrand's, 
"Fulke, my boy, give me your arm I" was spoken of 
occasionally by the "upper t^ble," and it went the 
round of the county. The ladies had had a great 
deal to say on the subject of this marriage. Their dear 
Miss Barrymore was so amiable and so affectionate- 
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hearted — she had been nurtured in a perfect hotbed of 
love and sympathy. Certainly Sir Hildebrand had 
brought her up in state and splendour, ; he likecf — as all 
gentlemen of the old school did — days of ceremony to be 
treated differently from ordinary days, and he always 
had made such days, days of magnificence and pageantry^ 
and anticipated holidays by the working-classes, and this 
conduct had endeared him to the hearts of the people. 
Was he not known as the very "finest old English 
gentleman " who ever rode in a coach and six ? But, 
then, if Sir Hildebrand enjoyed magnificence, and state, 
and all that, no one had a kinder heart, or was more 
gentle and affectionate in the bosom of his own family. 

Now the gentry of the county of Z }iad thought 

Mr. Hamilton the most suitable gentleman — probably in 
the whole world — for their dear Miss Barrymore, for he 
was himself so fond of state, that they half-expected he 
would follow Sir Hildebrand's lead, become sheriff some 
time or other, and keep up all the old customs. And 
yet, in spite of all these much-to-be-desired and to be 
appreciated good qualities, if their dear Mrs. Hamilton 
were to live in such a state of cold splendour as always 
to address her lord as "Mr. Hamilton," and if Mr. 
Hamilton were never to be any more intimate at Herald- 
stowe than he had been before the wedding-day, and 
that even Sir Hildebrand should continue to call him 
"Mr. Hamilton," why, then, they felt, and whisperingly 
acknowledged to each other, now and then, that that 
would be too much of a good thing, and that state and 
affection probably did not accord very well with each 
other. Certainly state was one very desirable thing in 
a county. But then the county could not get on at all 
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well without affection. And for a time the county of 
Z felt in great doubt as to how things would turn out. 

But the news at last oozed out, and that did not happen 
until Mr. Hamilton's state carriage, with the six greys, 
came to take the bride and bridegroom to their own 
home — about ten days after they had so quietly returned 
to the county, unknown to any one ; and daily driven 
about the Park with Sir Hildebrand, and walked with 
Almeric and Mrs. Barrymore, and seen the old haunts, 
and the swans, and the peacocks, and the herons, and the 
hoopoes, and the squirrels in their separate colony in one 
comer of the Park, and strolled under the lofty shade of 
the magnifiicent limes in the Lover^s Walk, and had a 
row on the lake, and visited the cedar grove — whither 
Sir Hildebrand went with them, and who allowed him- 
self to be drawn in his Park chair to the very top of the 
cedar knoll ; whence with their field-glasses they all five 

" looked down upon the county of Z ^ and enjoyed 

another hearty laugh ! Not until after all this did Mr. 
Hamilton's carriage come and take the bride to her own 
home, and so by that means set wide open the door by 

which the gentry of the county of Z might walk in if 

they pleased, and understand that Sir Hildebrand Barry- 
Barrymore was often heard to say, Fulke, my boy," — 
that is, of course, on " ordinary " days, not on days of 
" ceremony " — and that Mr. Hamilton usually addressed 
his wife by her christian name, " Zara," and that she 
called him " Fulke." 

The county of Z was satisfied. The marriage 

would be a happy one, no one now need doubt, and, 
indeed, " the tears " of the county at the wedding had 
foreshadowed this! And now the county might look 
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forward to a future " Hi^h Sheriff," worthy to tread 
in the steps of Sir Hildebrand himself. The Prells- 
thorpe bells pealed forth as the carriage drove 'through 
the village. 

The county laughed at "Stowe-in-the-Valley" for 
letting the bride and bridegroom slip through its fingers 
without a peal ! " Stowe-in-the-Valley " was certainly 
very much vexed ; but then it said it did not mean it," 
and the county quite believed that ! 

But "Stowe-in-the-Valley" laughed at "Thomey- 
Dyke." For " Thomey-Dyke " was in a state of utter 
bewilderment as to what had happened, or what was 
about to happen, when it saw and heard the carriages 
jof the county rolling through its streets on their way to 
Prellsthorpe Abbey ! Thorney-Dyke had not even dis- 
covered that the bride and bridegroom had made their 
appearance at church I And so " Stowe-in-the-Valley" 
thought it got well out of the scrape, because of the much 
greater scrape of Thorney-Dyke. 

But we may as well transcribe here an event that 
occurred some weeks later, for Thorney-Dyke had its 
day of triumph, and turned the tables against Stowe-in- 
the-Valley ! Mr. Maynooth and the Lady Orel were 
expected to return to the county, and take up their 
abode at Wolf scrag some time or other ; the Thomey- 
Dyke Kifles took especial good care to learn the latest 
news on the subject ; but — to keep that news to them- 
selves. 

The county of Z had always said of " Stowe-in- 
the-Valley," that it was " a dead-alive place," for though 
it had a Railway Station, and was in fact "a grand junc- 
tion something," at which the nobility and gentry of 
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the county were always to be seen going or coming, or 
driving up in their^ carriages to meet their friends ; yet, 
somehow " Stowe " was always asleep when it ought 
to be awake I And so the Thomey-Dyke Rifles had 
determined that they would have their day of " state," 
and meet their captain when he returned from his 
wedding tour, and escort him from Thorney-Dyke to his 
home. They determined not to go within sight of 

Stowe " 'while waiting for him, and so keep the 
Stowites " quite in the dark till all was over. 

Mr. Maynooth and his bride were expected by the 
three o'clock train ; but at four they had not arrived, 
and then a messenger was despatched to Wolfscrag for 
news. He returned to assure the troop, that the 
brougham would be sent to Stowe for the nine p.m. 
train; Mr. Maynooth had telegraphed to change the 
hour 1 With these hours to spare one or two of the 
troop walked on to Stowe, as they said, " to see how the 
Jand lies." They found everything just as they could 
wish. The bells were not ringing, the station was as 
usual receiving and despatching trains. 
' ^ Then, you do meet now and then, though the cap- 
tain is away," said the station-master. 

" Oh ! yes, we muster as usual." 

" When do you expect him back ? It is said in 
Stowe he and his bride come next month ?" 

"Do they, indeed? Well, I suppose you will be 
ready this time ? The bells will greet them as soon as 
they are seen on the platform I" 

" Oh 1 1 can tell you we keep a capital look out. We 
shall not be cheated this time I" 

And on that very same night by the 9 p.m. train, just 
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when the station was getting tired" and dnaky, Mr. 
Maynooth and Lady Grel arrived ; they passed on 
quietly enongh, and entered their carriage, and drove 
away, through the streets of sleepy " Stowe," while the 
good people were putting up their shutters, and probably 
longing for their suppers. 

At Thomey-Dyke wood there were the Rifles, lying in 
wait for their captain. They had ropes of enormous 
length and thickness, and they unceremoniously stopped 
the carriage, and while the serjeant went to the door 
and greeted his captain, the men began to unharness 
the horses I 

Mr. Majmooth alighted, and had a talk with his 
troop ; but he was too good-natured to deny to them the 
gratification of their own desires, and though, for form's 
sake, he asked Orel's permission, he knew she was too 
amiable to refuse. 

And so the Thorney-Dyke Eifles drew the bride and 
bridegroom from Thorney-Dyke wood to Wolfscrag. 
And the bells rang, and they rang again all the next 
day! And thus the " Thomey-Dykes " completely 
hoodwinked the ^^Stowites," and had the fun all to 
themselves. 



CHAPTER XXVm. 

"DEATH HATH NOTHZNG TERBIBLE IN IT, BUT WHAT LIFE 
HATH MADE 80." 

SIR HILDEBRAND went to Prellsthorpe Abbey, on 
a visit to Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton. The county of 
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2 was in ecstasies. So right and proper of Mr- 
Hamilton to invite the dear old Sheriff. Each one 
felt quite sure Mr. Hamilton would prove himself a 
first-rate man on all points." 

But, as Sir Hildebrand was at Prellsthorpe, it fol- 
lowed that Mr. and Mrs. Barrymore drove to " St. Mary- 
on-the-Knoll " without him. As the carriage returned 
slowly up the ascent to the Knoll hill, crowds followed, 
all looking eager and anxious. When, according to 
custom, the carriage stopped, Almeric forgot that it was 
his duty to speak to the people in the absence of his 
grandfather, and sat perfectly quiet, watching the 
gesticulations and jerks while on the wing of the " white 
throats." " FicedulcB affinis.^^ Mrs. Barrymore, noticing 
the strange looks of the people, in spite of her shyness, 
said, 

" What is the matter, good woman 1" 

" Oh ! my lady," — the poor people all thought Almeric's 
wife must be " my lady," and all used that title when 
speaking to her or of her, " Oh ! my lady, and where be 
Sir Hill r 

"Sir Hildebrand, Betty? — he is gone to see 
Mrs. Hamilton. He is staying at Prellsthorpe Ab- 
bey." 

" Oh ! that be it ; then Sir Hill hasna got nothing 
the matter ? TJs was feared he was bad." 

By " bad," the woman meant ill. 

" Oh ! no, thank you, Betty, he is very well." 

" I am glad to hear it, my lady," said an old man ; 
for thirty years, come next September, and old Sir 
Hill has never missed one Sunday to the church, not 
when he was to his home, to Heraldstowe." 

VOL. III. I 
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" And I reckon," said Betty, " it is nigh upon twenty 
year since Sir Hill was away." 

Sarah told Almeric as the carriage drove on, and then 
he reproached himself that he had forgotten the people, 

" But," added he, " I was so absorbed by watching 
the "white-throats" — they have the oddest ways of 
jerking in their flight while they sing — and I forgot that 
it was necessary to talk and make myself agreeable." 

But the people said of him, " He'll never make a 
Sir Hill." And some said, " The young leddy, Mrs. 
Hamilton, had more of old Sir Hill about her than Mr. 
Barrymore." 

And this was all owing to Almeric's quiet ways. His 
love of nature, and delight in watching her in all her 
forms, often made him absent in manner, and forgetful 
of things present. 

It was true Sir Hildebrand had not slept away from 
Heraldstowe for fully twenty years, excepting always 
the years of his shrievalty, when certain suites of 
rooms at the Landeswold Hotel were got up in much 
the same degree of comfort as his own apartments at 
Heraldstowe, and of course he was always attended by 
his own SOTvants. And when Sir Hildebrand was away 
on these occasions, Zara and Almeric were with him. 
Therefore, this was perhaps the first time for many 
years that the carriage from Heraldstowe had gone to 
the church of St. Mary-on-the-KnoU without Sir Hilde- 
brand. As we have recorded, Almeric did not make a 
very successful dibut. 

Sir Hildebrand was absent an entire month ; but Al- 
meric did not recover his position. The people walked 
by the side of the carriage, and asked my lady, " How 
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is Sir Hill ?" and " Have your ladyship heard about Sir 
Hill I" Almeric tried to talk to the people, but they 
all went on Sarah's side of the carriage ; and, besides, 
they were few in number. 

When Sir Hildebrand returned, he announced that 
Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton would be at Heraldstowe on 
the morrow, for a visit of a week or so. But this visit 
was but little known beyond their own family circle. 
Every morning a man was despatched to Prellsthorpe 
for letters. 

"For," said Zara to her grandpapa, "you see, papa, 
we must visit the county ; and as invitations are con- 
stantly pouring in, we can visit our friends just as well 
from Heraldstowe as from Prellsthorpe ; only we must 
get our letters regularly." 

" Yes, my dear ; and then I shall see you always in a 
morning, and sometimes have your bright face all day, 
and your kind, good husband, my dear. I am a very 
happy old man, Zara, to see you both so comfortably 
married, you and Almeric, so much after my own heart. 
I am very grateful to God — I thank Him every hour 
in the day, and I pray for blessings on your young 
heads." 

And so the Hamiltons staid more than a month at 
Heraldstowe, instead of only a week. It is true they 
accepted invitations, and visited, just as if they had 
been at Prellsthorpe. But now, at this middle of the 
month of August, Mr. Hamilton thought they must 
return to the Abbey. In point of fact, there were 
many things requiring his supervision. 

"But then,^' added he, addressing Sir Hildebrand, 
pray, what is there to prevent you coming to us f 

x2 
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"Nothing, my dear boy, nothing," said Sir Hilde* 
brand, laughing ; " and as I see you so very seldom, I 
consider it a paramount duty on my part to Mook 
you upl' " 

" We really ought to be * looked up,' Zara, my dear," 
said Mr. Hamilton ; " and I think Almeric and Mrs. 
Barrymore ought to come and help Sir Hildebrand, he 
cannot * look us well up ' without help." 

" Oh I Fulke, Fulke," said Sir Hildebrand, « when I 
once get inside that dear old abbey again, I mean to 
stick as fast as any leech." 

" That is right," said Fulke ; " and I hope that will 
encourage you to prepare for a long visit," continued 
he, addressing Mrs. Barrymore. " As for you, Almeric, 
you are so wrapped up in your birds and your bees, 
I am afraid you will find Prellsthorpe Abbey dull." 

" You are a hearty good fellow, Fulke," said Almeric, 
grasping his hand and shaking it heartily; for Mr« 
Hamilton had told him " the little beambird " was to be 
seen at Prellsthorpe, and other species of birds, which, 
strange to say, were not in the Park at Heraldstowe. 

And the county of Z was known to aver that 

there could not be a more united family in the whole of 
Great Britain — probably not in the whole world — than 
the Barrymores and the Hamiltons. 

Almeric and Sarah returned to Heraldstowe after a 
given time, and the carriage was to be sent to the 
Abbey for Sir Hildebrand on such a day. True to the 
appointment, the old coachman made his appearance. 
But, unfortunately, Sir Hildebrand did not feel very 
well that morning — not equal to the drive. Mr. 
Hamilton dismissed the unwelcome coach and horses 
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and fat old coachman, and then went up to Sir Hilde- 
brand, and said, 

" Sir, you are my prisoner — ^you are my prisoner for 
a week, or for two weeks, or for I cannot say how long 
a time. And I have sent away that coach that drew 
up at my doors a few hours ago — I have sent it away 
empty. The hours wing themselves joyously in your 
presence, and the ' bees-wing ' awaits you at a particular 
hour." 

The dear old man laughed, and said, 

" Fulke, you are a good boy ; I do believe the old 
monks have somehow or other dropped their rich mantle 
of ' hospitality ' on your shoulders." 

And Mrs. Hamilton put her arms round his neck, and 
kissed his forehead, and said, 

" Now I am made happy once more, we shall keep 
you a delightful long time." 

But notwithstanding that Sir Hildebrand was 
certainly as cheerful as usual, and very happy to remain 
at Prellsthorpe, an increasing debility was observed in 
him both by Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton. Each day he 
arose later; each evening he retired to rest earlier. 
And at length, on coming down on one occasion, and 
evidently suffering great weakness, after the fatigue of 
the toilette, he sent J asper for Mrs. Hamilton, and taking 
her hand, and kissing it, he looked lovingly upon her, 
but did not speak. 

My own dear papa ! — tell Mr. Hamilton to come," 
said she, turning to Jasper. 

" My darling," whispered Sir Hildebrand, " will you 
kindly send me back to Heraldstowe ? — no, no ; I do 
not mean send — ^you and Fulke go with me." 
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She stooped^ and kissed his forehead, as she said, 
" Fulke is coming, dear papa." 

"I think I am a little tired, my dear, but I must 
reach Heraldstowe, if I can ^" 

"You shall, my dear sir," said Mr. Hamilton, who 
had just entered the room. 

The carriage was brought round, and they took Sir 
Hildebrand to Heraldstowe. Then the aged gentleman 
revived a little ; he seemed at once satisfied that he had 
reached the shelter of his own roof, and he was more 
cheerful for the remainder of the day. When they 
were congregated in the drawing-room after dinner. Sir 
Hildebrand called their attention to himself, and then 
said: " I have been so happy with you, my children — 
all four of you — that I had well-nigh gone to my 
grave and left a duty undone ; but I have time — thank 
God, I have time !" 

Mrs, Hamilton was by his side in a moment. 

" Dear papa, you must not talk, and tire yourself. 
Almeric, do not let him. I will sing to you, my own 
papa." 

" Let me talk for you now, dear papa," said Almeric, 
" and to-morrow, when you are stronger ^" 

" To-morrow I" said Sir Hildebrand, as he fondled 
Mrs. Hamilton, and played with her hair. 

" Only wait till you are a little stronger, dear papa," 
said she, as a tear dropped upon his hand. 

" Almeric, my dear boy, take these keys, and go to 
the large wardrobe in my dressing-room ; take Palmer 
with you, and give him the cases you will find there to 
bring to me." 

In vain they entreated him not to trouble himself — 
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he would not listen. The cases were brought, and one 
by one, as he pointed them out to Almeric, they were 
laid on a small table before him. 

"The Heraldstowe jewels come to you, my dear 
Sarah," said the old man, kindly taking her hand, while 
Almeric displayed the treasures, " I take great Bhame 
to myself that I did not remember so important a thing 
until now. The diamonds will probably require 
to be reset ; there has been no Lady Barrymore for forty 
years." 

Sir Hildebrand bowed his head, and again an attempt 
was made to take away the cases, and prevail upon the 
aged gentleman not to trouble himself. But he con- 
tinued — 

" I am sure Almeric will accede to any request of 
yours, and have them reset in any form you may please. 
The pearls are of magnificent lustre, and the rubies 
have always been greatly admired for their size and 
brilliancy." • 

Sarah, modest and meek, was overwhelmed by such 
unexpected riches. And Sir Hildebrand sat quietly 
looking on while each separate article was examined, 
admired, and replaced in its case. Then turning to 
Mrs. Hamilton, he said : 

"Your mother brought valuable jewellery to the 
Barrymores, my dear, and I have always put them aside 
for her only daughter — as your own mother's, my 
darling, you will value them, though I know you have a 
kind and generous husband, who will never deny you 
anything in reason." 

And then these, too, were taken out of their cases, 
and admired and commented upon, and all the time Sir 
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Hildebrand could not help " blaming himself " for hav- 
ing delayed so important a thing for so long a time. 
And so this, then, was the reason of Sir Hildebrand's 
haste to get back to Heraldstowe I And now that the 
trying scene was over, perhaps he would rally — at least, 
Mrs. Hamilton thought so ; but Mr, Hamilton did not 
agree in this opinion. 

The next morning Sir Hildebrand lay very late, and 
Mrs. Hamilton was proportionately anxious ; but when 
he did make his appearance, he assured everybody " he 
was much better — much better — ^in point of fact, his 
conscience — his wicked conscience — had weighed him 
down when he remembered the jewels." And then the 
ladies made him laugh by telling him "they were weighed 
down to the very ground by the value and number of 
his gifts." 

At dinner he joked " Fulke " about the " beeswing," 
and retired to rest in a most happy frame of mind. 
Mr. Hamilton again shook his head ominously when 
Mrs. Hamilton observed to him " that dear papa was 
quite himself — in such spirits I" 

Alas ! at that same hour on the following day Sir 
Hildebrand had gone to that bourne whence no travel- 
ler returneth. He had had a few spoonsful of choco- 
late for breakfast, then he lay and dozed. In the after- 
noon he complained of the darkness of the room — alas ! 
the sun was shining brilliantly, the curtains were 
undrawn, but there was "no more light" for Sir 
Hildebrand. One by one his children assembled by his 
bedside, and without a sigh, and with a hand of 
Almeric and Zara in each of his, Mr. Hamilton and 
Mrs. Barrymore both present, the old man fell asleep. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

" GOOD IS GOD AND LONG IS ETERNITr.** 

THE county of Z was taken by surprise. The peo- 
ple had not anticipated this heavy loss ; though they 
knew Sir Hildebrand was an aged gentleman, they had 
not been prepared to lose him. Their dear old Sheriff 

was gone I It is no fiction to say the county of Z 

wept. Everyone sorrowed for the "fine old English 
gentleman" — for the kindly-hearted, generous, and 
charitable old man. The noble Premier of our own 
day was not more lamented by all classes of people 
through the length and breadth of the land, than was 
Sir Hildebrand Barry-Barrymore in the county of 
Z . 

He lay in state in the banqueting room at Herald^ 
stowe for fourteen days. The shutters were closed and 
the large room hung with black. The Barrymore arms 
emblazoned on black velvet, and encircled by massive 
silver frames, were placed here and there on the walls. 
All the candelabra were of silver, and the wax lights so 
tall and thick that they burned night and day through 
the fourteen days. There were twelve watchers by the 
coffin, relieved every two hours. The coflSn was covered 
with crimson velvet, and had the arms of the Barrymores 
emblazoned on the sides and on the top. The plate that 
bore his name was of silver gilt, as were also the handles 
of the coffin, and other ornaments at the sides. 

And then came his funeral. 

The county of Z said, " nothing in his life be- 
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came him more than his instructions for the guidance of 
his executors after his death. One hundred poor men 
from the town of Stowe-in-the- Valley were to carry him 
to his grave ; each man to have a suit of black and a 
sovereign. The distance from Heraldstowe to the 
church, by the carriage drive, was about two miles and 
a half. Ten at a time the poor men were to carry him 
—each ten to be relieved at certain intervals — ^through 
the magnificent park he had loved so well. 

No, it is no symbol to record that " there was much 
weeping." On the day of his funeral muffled peals rang 
from all the bells in the county, and a real heartfelt sor- 
row pervaded all ranks. The people whispered in their 
bitter sorrow, " That when they recalled their last visit 
to that lovely park, and their last reception at that splen- 
did old home — when they remembered *that fine old 
English gentleman' standing at his hall door surrounded 
by the nobility and gentry of the land, while the 
groomsmen played * the game of the slipper,' they had 
no strength to fancy him borne through his beloved 
park to *his long home.' But they knew that it was so.** 
Sorrowfully and with many tears they acknowledged that 
it must be so. 

As we have recorded, the coflBn was borne through 
the park by relays of men ten at a time ; the six horses 
that should have drawn the hearse were led before the 
coffin, in all their melancholy trappings. The chief 
mourners followed. Sir Almeric alone, in a coach drawn 
by sixblack horses. Then followed Mr. Hamilton andCap- 
tain Fortescue, also in a coach drawn by six black horses. 
The javelin men, thirty in number, now in new suits of 
mourning, walked their horses on either side of the coffin 
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and chief mourning coach. The two trumpeters, who on 
all other occasions came first, and by their grand strains 
announced the events which were to take place, on this 
sad occasion came last, their instruments slung at their 
backs and covered with black crape. Their office wa^ 
over — their trumpets valueless ; there was now only one 
" Last Trump " that could awaken the honoured and the 
revered " fine old English gentleman " they were then so 
sorrowfully following to his tomb. 

The pall was borne by some of the most influential 
of the nobility and gentry in the county, also in relays 
of ten at a time, and bareheaded, for all sought to honour 
the dead, and to pay that courtesy to his ashes he him- 
self had ever given to all men. The whole train of do- 
mestic servants followed in mourning coaches, and '^old 
Colonel," Sir Hildebrand's old saddle-horse, the last left 
of his numerous stud, for Sir Hildebrand had not been 
on horseback for many years, was fetched from his eiv 
joyable pastures and shod for the occasion, and thus 
" the riderless horse was led in the rear." The closed 
and empty carriages of the county followed. The 
cavalcade was so long it was thought the coffin would 
be entering the church before the last carriage had 
joined the procession. 

The church was hung with black, and crowded with 
respectable people. The two clergymen who* met the 
corpse at the " Lych-gate " — where, in conformity with 
the custom of that parish, the bearers had rested the 
coffin — were Mr. Prebendary Thorn, of Stowe, and the 
Honourable Walter Spencer, the Kector of Prellsthorpe. 

Mr. Thorn began the usual portion of Scripture ap- 
pointed to be read, but before he had uttered many 
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words his voice was totally inaudible. It was said 
" tears '* dropped on the book in his hand ; certain it is 
his colleague Mr. Spencer took up the words, and Mr. 
Thorn ceased speaking, and the service was read by Mr. 
Spencer to the end. Hushed sounds of weeping and 
occasional sobs were heard during the ceremony. We 
have omitted to state that the Rifles from the three towns 
of Stowe, Prellsthorpe, and Thorney-Dyke, walked on 
each side the closed carriages of the nobility and gentry, 
every man with crape on his arm. 

All was over. "The fine old English gentleman" 
slept amid the tombs of his fathers ! 



CHAPTER XXX. 

'^CONFESSION OP A FAULT MAKBS HALF AMENDS.'* THE 

CRUTCH OF TIME DOES MORE THAN THE CLUB OF HERCULES." 

A FEW weeks after the funeral of Sir Hildebrand, 
Lady Barrymore went accidentally into the library 
at Heraldstowe, that very library in which had been all 
the fuss about " the six-angel piece " at the opening of 
this chronicle, and there she saw her husband. Sir 
Almeric, apparently in bitter grief. Sarah stepped back 
and retired from the room. She did not like to intrude 
upon his sorrow, and yet she longed to try to comfort 
him. She had observed that the library table was 
covered with trays full of coins, such as she knew be- 
longed to the cabinets there, and she thought perhaps 
his grief for the loss of Sir Hildebrand was re-awakened 



MAIDENHOOD. 



317 



by the sight of the treasures that had belonged to him 
in his lifetime. Lady Barrymore also observed that Sir 
Almeric daily became more silent and thoughtful. She 
began to fear he was relapsing into that sort of health 
that had made his friends so anxious on his account in 
the summer before her marriage ; but, in her quiet way, 
she said nothing. It is true she watched him anxiously, 
and tried by every means in her power to be a comfort 
to him, and Sir Almeric was always kind and affectionate 
towards her. But on another occasion the very same 
thing occurred. She accidentally entered the library, and 
was again an unwilling witness to Sir Almeric's distress. 
She did not hesitate now, but gently putting her arm 
round his neck, begged to be allowed to share his sorrow. 
And then Sir Almeric drew his wife closer to him, and 
startled her by telling her he had committed a great sin. 

By some not very unnatural process of reasoning, after 
the death of Sir Hildebrand, and when the propertj^ 
came into his own hands; — by some inward process of 
reasoning Sir Almeric convicted himself of the sin of 
theft, in the matter of the " six-angel piece." In vain 
he assured himself men ought to be judged by their in- 
tentions, and that he had had no intention to steal ; he 
had taken the coin in the first instance accidentally, for 
several trifling circumstances combining had left him 
with the coin in his hand, at a distance from the cabinet 
from which he had taken it. All this he acknowledged 
was simply true. But then what prevented him from 
restoring the coin to the drawer? He himself had closed 
it on his return to the library with his sister, but he had 
kept the coin in his pocket. And then he again argued 
he only wanted to examine it, not to steal it. He even 
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wished to restore it when the loss was discovered, but he 
could not get it out of the arm of the statue. All this 
was true. But why, then, when it was again in his own 
possession, did he not go to his dear old grandfather and 
restore it to him ? 

It seemed almost strange to Sir Almeric that he should 
all along have felt himself so innocent of any evil in- 
tention, and now that he should suddenly feel himself 
very guilty. But it was so. The house of Barrymore, 
as a rule, was not prone to evil deeds, and Lady Barry- 
more could not credit her husband's words. But when 
he insisted upon confessing his sin to her, and when he 
actually told her the history of the "six- angel piece,*' 
after it came into his possession, her alarm was con- 
siderable. She put no faith in his words. She was sure 
his statQ of health caused these extraordinary fancies,, 
and she feared that even now he was attacked by in- 
cipient fever. She had the tact to listen quietly to him, 
and then keep her own opinion to herself. She tried to 
soothe and comfort him, but she did not succeed very 
well. 

The sight of these coins takes away from me every 
pleasure the world could give me ! They are a daily 
punishment to me !" said Sir Almeric. 

" Then why look at them ?" said Lady Barrymore, 
for she saw the table was again covered with trays full 
of coins. 

Sir Almeric did not reply to Lady Barrymore's query. 

"And that one empty space," said he, putting his 
finger upon the space that had formerly contained the 
" six-angel piece," "is always present to my waking eyes." 

Lady Barrymore suggested that the trays should be 
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returned to the cabinet, and locked up, and that Al- 
meric should not trouble himself about such things. 
This might be very wise advice, but unfortunately Sir 
Almeric only shook his head disconsolately, and seemed 
determined to be as unhappy as the sight of the coins 
could make him. 

Lady Barrymore sent for her father. Captain For- 
tescue, and told him her trouble. Captain Fortescue 
very wisely advised his daughter not to speak on the 
subject to any one. There was no doubt in his own 
mind but that Almeric was "a little wrong" on some 
points. Therefore, the less said on such subjects the 
better. As for the " six-angel piece," he himself had 
always doubted the fact that it was ever in Sir Hilde- 
brand's possession. He had always had a doubt, even at 
the time of the supposed loss, though he had kept his 
unbelief to himself, because it was a coin too unique in 
itself, and too valuable to be in the cabinet of any private 
gentleman without his own knowledge. Now he himself 
had repeatedly seen Sir Hildebrand's coins, but most 
assuredly he had never seen the " six angels." It was 
said this coin had turned up amongst a lot of supposed 
duplicates put away by Sir Hildebrand ; but he put no 
faith in that assertion, although he admitted that oc- 
casionally coins did turn up that had been stowed out of 
sight, or forgotten, the first gold sovereign of Henry VII. 
was an instance. But a unique coin like the "six- 
angel piece" could not be forgotten by any one so eager 
in numismatics as had been Sir Hildebrand Barrymore. 

" And, besides, my dear Sarah, I need not have taken 
the trouble to tell you all this, for the last time I was in 
town I went to the coin-room at the British Museum. 
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and there, among the coins of Edward VI^ I myself 
saw the * six-angel piece.' And that is at once a satis- 
factory proof that it never was in the cabinet of my dear 
old friend. Therefore there is the greater necessity to 
keep things quiet. Do not mention the sabject to any 
one." 

Should I not send for Dr. Qoinn said she. 

I do not advise it. See Mrs. Hamilton as soon as^ 
you can ; she very likely understands her brother's 
odd fancies better than you can at present, my dear." 

When Sir Almeric and Lady Barrymore resumed 
the ordinary routine of their lives, after the great break 
caused by the death of Sir Hildebrand, and attended 
the services at St. Mary-on-the-KnolI in the usual way, 
for a time the men in their suits of black, who had 
borne the old Sir Hildebrand to his grave, and some few 
of the women, followed the old custom of ascending the 
Knoll hill with the carriage. Sir Almeric took no 
notice, and Lady Barrymore, though she had prepared 
herself to speak to the people who came near to her 
side of the carriage, had really no chance; for, on 
reaching the top, the horses trotted on, and there was an 
end. The old coachman — Sir Hildebrand's coachman — 
had been pensioned off ; the old coach horses had had 
their shoes taken off, and were turned out to grass ; and 
Sir Almeric's young horses, like Mr. Hamilton's greys, 
were not fatigued with so slight an ascent as the Knoll 
hill ; nor would Sir Almeric's coachman stop without 
orders. Captain Fortescue had said, " That as regarded 
the horses and the coachman, they were not pensioned 
off at all too early ; and as regarded the Knoll hill, for 
his part he did not think Sir Almeric was the man to 



MAroENHOOD. 



321 



keep up such customs ; and if he did not do it heartily 
and with good will, he had better not do it at all." 

Sir Almeric, when no other matter of thought occu- 
pied his brain at the time, would notice the old men or 
women in his quiet way, and once or twice actually 
stopped the carriage to speak to the people. But as the 
people had been so often disappointed, they were not 
prepared for this condescension on the part of the new 
Baronet, and had very generally turned away after 
walking on a little way up the hill. 

" He isna a Sir Hill," said one. 

"No; he is a long ways from old Sir Hill," said 
another. 

" I don't never care to go toiling up the Knoll now," 
said a third ; when us had a hearty * crack ' wi' old 
Sir Hill at the top, it was worth something — there be 
no * crack ' now." 

" But, bless us, Sir Almeric '11 never be a old Sir 
Hill — my opinion," said an old man ; and the practice 
of following the carriage up the Knoll hill was gradually 
discontinued. 

But if this practice was discontinued, others became 
popular, and such as had never before been known in 
the annals of Heraldstowe. Boys went bird-nesting; 
old women went picking sticks ; others walked in the 
" lover^s walk," not only, as Sir Hildebrand would have 
called them, " sweethearts," but any others who pleased, 
and on Sunday or week-day ; and all this without per- 
mission, and in Heraldstowe Park, which had never been 
invaded, without consent of the owner, since the days of 
William the Conqueror. All this was very wrong. 
The keepers complained to Sir Almeric that they were 
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set at defiance ; but it was not in Sir Almeric's nature 
vigorously to assert his authority, and insist upon the 
privacy of his own grounds. 

The people made excuses for themselves by saying, 
*^ It was all very well to do as old Sir Hill wished them. 
They had a-knowed he all their lives, and he had a-got 
the right to keep them out. But now times was altered, 
since old Sir Hill was a boy, and everything had turned 
right round and quite different, and they knowed now, 
as they as had lived in Stowe all their lives had so 
good a right to walk in Stowe Park as Sir Almeric his- 
self . And all over England 'twas the same — the people 
had a-got their rights. And if old Sir Hill was 'live 
now, they could a-walked wherever they pleased, for old 
Sir Hill never said ' no.' " 

And so they walked all over the Park, and did a great 
deal as they liked ; but they quite put aside the fact 
that they had always asked permission of old Sir Hill, 
which they never did of Sir Almeric. Though Sir 
Almeric had been in some sort to blame in not remem- 
bering to notice the people on such occasions as by long 
habit they were familiar with, still, a new order of 
things had arisen ; and the state of the people at Sir 
Hildebrand's death was not what it had been in his 
boyhood. 

It is true that there are very few parks in England — 
if any — near to a country town or village that are not 
more or less invaded at all times of the year ; and fewer 
still, perhaps, where old conservative customs had been 
preserved so long, or where the people retained so long 
their primitive manners. But the onward march of 
civilization came, and if it swept away many old cas- 
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toms that had formerly united the great landholder with 
the people, it also brought in many new customs un- 
favourable to the property of the gentry of the land. 

Sir Almeric did not trouble himself about the people 
getting " a footing here and perhaps another there he 
did not foresee that the loss of his choicest birds must 
follow, and the quiet and lonely beauty of the Park be 
destroyed. And, perhaps for Sir Almeric's short 
career, these changes did not much signify. 

Lady Barrymore related to Mrs. Hamilton Sir Al- 
meric's confession to her on the subject of " the six-angel 
piece and Mrs. Hamilton sought Almeric with an in- 
tention of trying to persuade him to forget it alto- 
gether. 

" Zara," said he, solemnly, ^' here is the retributive 
justice of the whole thing. If 1 had never taken that 
coin, it would even now be there — there," and he pointed 
to the empty space in the third tray in one of his late 
grandfather's cabinets ; " it would now be lying there — 
it would be mine — T myself should be in the possession 
of it ; or, if I had only restored it when it accidentally 
returned to my hands, it would now be lying there — 
there, in the comer of that tiny tray, and I should be a 
happy man ; or, at least, 1 should never have had this 
dread incubus that weighs me down to the earth." 

In vain Mrs. Hamilton attempted to comfort him — 
he would not listen ; and she felt herself but ill quali- 
fied to comfort, because, like Captain Fortescue, she 
thought Almeric's imagination had run away with his 
judgment, and that there was no absolute truth in his 
very strange account of the cohi. And both Mrs. 
Hamilton and Lady Barrymore lamented that he became 
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daily more silent, more abstracted, and less able to mix 
in the affairs of ordinary life. 

The Christmas after the death of Sir Hildebrand, an 
heir was bom to Heraldstowe. The families were still 
in deep mourning for the old Baronet, the hatchment 
was still to be seen over the hall-door. It was a very 
quiet christening. Lady Barrymore wanted to call the 
boy Almeric Hildebrand. But no. Sir Almeric said, 

" The boy should be called ^ Hildebrand,' and if he 
would follow in the steps of the great-grandfather 
whose name he bore, he would follow the example of a 
good man, and a much better man than his father." 

The baby thrived. But the young baronet grew 
daily more and more silent, and less and less willing 
to go into society. Before the baby was six months old 
he became Sir Hildebrand Barry-Barrymore, and Sir Al- 
meric slept with his fathers. 

As will be understood. Lady Barrymore sorrowed 
deeply for the husband who had always appreciated 
her, and always been kind and affectionate to her. 
During the first few months of her widowhood, Captain 
and Mrs. Fortescue resided with her at Heraldstowe. 
Mr. Hamilton and Captain Fortescue were guardians to 
the heir. 

It was during his residence at Heraldstowe, that Cap- 
tain Fortescue exerted himself to what he called " get 
the people into order again." Not only did he tell the 
coachman — on the return of the party from church — to 
walk his horses slowly up the Knoll hill, but also to 
wait a few minutes at the top. But the people did not 
follow. On the next Sunday the wise captain directed 
that the nursemaid, with the baby-boy on her lap, should 
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be driven in a pony-carriage down to the bottom of the 
Knoll hill ; and when the usual carriage drew up, and 
Lady Barrymore entered, the nurse and baby also 
entered, and very slowly the horses began the ascent. 
Captain Fortescue himself walked, and seeing that 
still the people were turning away, he even stopped and 
said, 

" Surely you have not given up the good old custom 
of ascending the Knoll f " No one spoke. " Would you 
not like to see the baby ? the young Sir Hill !" He cut 
the Christian name short, because he thought the people's 
hearts would open the more to the baby. He was de- 
ceived. On the faces of the old a sort of sneer might 
be seen ; but the young looked bold and impudent, and 
if Captain Fortescue had remained there much longer, 
they would probably have attacked him with the query, 
" What business is it of yours ? We have a right to do 
as we like ; and we will do as we like — we will walk up 
the hill if we like, or we will stay at the bottom if we 
like, and you had better to mind your own business, and 
to let us alone 1" An adept at reading the expression 
of countenances, Captain Fortescue, with a kind " Good 
morning, my friends," walked on. 

And do he think," said an old man with a jerk of his 
thumb over his shoulder, " do he think as us will take he 
for* old Sir HiUr" 

" Hcj been't old Sir Hill yet !" said a woman, ^ he be 
the cap'en." 

" No. And he never can't be old Sir Hill 1 It be as 
if they think as us was to mind what they say !" said 
another. 

" Old Sir Hill had a-got the right," said a young man ; 
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" but I can't see as any one has a-got a right now he 
be dead!" 

" In course not, nobody has no rights now, Bill, to 
have parks as us may not walk in ! " said a burly-look- 
ing man, a great man at the public-house, the oracle of 
Stowe, and a dissolute character. 

During the residence of the Fortescues with Lady 
Barrymore at Heraldstowe, Captain Fortescue, in his 
strolls here and there, came upon first one and then an- 
other who were trespassing. 

" Well, my good woman, have you had leave to come 
here and pick up sticks f said he. 

" Leave ! Lor' bless yer honour, why, old Sir Hill be 
dead and buried long ago !" 

The woman went on picking up sticks, and did not 
seem to think it necessary to say another word. 

" But if Sir Hill is dead, his successor and represen- 
tative is alive, and, as a matter of course, you owe the 
same respect to him, and to his property, as you did to 
Sir Hill in his life-time 1" 

The woman's astonishment was very great. She now 
ceased from her work, and setting her arms akimbo, said, 

" What ! to that there babby !" 

" The present Sir Hildebrand — though an infant — 
has guardians, who are bound to protect his property 
until he comes of age, and those who break the laws 
must " ^ 

" Break the laws !" said the woman angrily, " why, 
what harm be I a-doing a-picking up these here sticks 
as you wouldna' burn yourselfs ! Why, old Sir Hill — 
bless his heart! — has aturned us into the Park by 
a score a time to pick up sticks ! And us had a-got 
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great stacks of wood in old Sir Hill's time — ay, and 
he'd, maybe, send us out some beer ^ to warm us old 
hearts,' he said, if he had seed us 'bout the Park, or 
leastways send us to the shop in Stowe to get a pound 
of tea !" 

" Exactly, my good woman, and you and your neigh- 
bours may have the usual permissions granted to you in 
the usual way. No one seeks to debar you or any of 
the people in Stowe, who so kindly remember old Sir 
Hill, and who, I am sure, wish to behave well to his 
great-grandson ; no one seeks to debar you from your 
old privileges ; but if you come here without permission 
you are trespassing." 

Oh ! I be a-trespassing ! And what be that, pray !" 

Captain Fortescue was determined not to be provoked 
into ill-temper, and therefore he very kindly explained 
to the woman that if he — Captain Fortescue — went to 
her cottage and entered her garden, and walked about 
her property when he pleased, and without her permis- 
sion, he should be committing a trespass ! The woman 
replied with an arch leer, " And I should say you be very 
welcome ! And when that there babby, as you be the 
grandad to, comes to be so old as old Sir Hill, and 
* cracks ' with us when he sees us, us will, maybe, hae a 
^ crack ' with he, and ax he to give us a permit to pick 
up sticks I — ^gude morning I" 

The end of all this wa^'that Mr. Hamilton and Captain 
Fortescue, putting their wise heads together, thought it 
would be better to let the place (luring the minority of 
the present Baronet. 

And then Lady Barrymore returned to the Pynes, 
and had her own establishment under the roof of her 
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father. And Heraldstowe was let. And notices were 
placed in different parts of the Park warning off tres- 
passers. And locks were put on the gates, and a new 
order of things commenced. 

Lady Barrymore and the young Sir Hildebrand left 
Heraldstowe about one year after the death of the 

former Sir Hildebrand, and the county of Z grieved 

much. 



CHAPTER XXXL 

" MR. AND MBS. BULL." 

WE have recorded events down to twelve months 
after the death of Sir Hildebrand Barry-Barry- 
more, and left the fine mediaeval halls of Heraldstowe 
in the hands of strangers. And now we must return to 
Mr. Maynooth and Lady Grel. 

In this first year of their married life the gentry in the 

county of Z discovered that they had made a mistake 

in their former want of appreciation of Raymond May- 
nooth. They discovered they had never valued him as 
he deserved. They had looked upon him as a sort of 
hardhearted, insensible giant, who thought much more 
of his own beard than of the lovely ladies in the county 

of Z ; and now they had tb open their astonished 

eyes and confess that he was " a king " among men, a 
*^ prince" among husbands, a fine young English gentle- 
man, and a grand specimen of the " Great Briton " of 
the nineteenth century. The Lady Grel was one 
greatly to be envied among women. Somehow or other 
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some lady or ladies must have had a great loss^ because 
Baymond Maynooth had never been understood. It 
was true they had rather looked down upon his beard — 
rather scoffed at it when they conveniently could, as a 
something that always seemed to stand between them 
and its owner. He said he prided himself on his beard, 
for the sake of the ladies. But the ladies thought that 
was all bosh," and how it happened that that child 
Lady Grel discovered it was not " bosh " was a mystery 

to the dwellers in the county of Z . 

Yes, they confessed they had made one long mistake 
from beginning to end. When Mr. Maynooth returned 
from his long years of travelling, and the county wished 
to fSte him, he had allowed himself to be fSted, and 
always received the county himself very handsomely ; 
but then he took to " little sweethearts," and to petting 
his beard, and though for some long time the county 
bore with his apathy and insensibility to the charms of 
the loveliest women in the world, they at length put 
him on "the shelf," as one of the iAsensates among 
handsome men — a sort of creature to be looked at and 
admired, but — as a matter of principle on the part of 
the ladies — never to be loved ! And now, to discover 
that the Lady Grel was decidedly one of the very 

happiest women in the large county of Z , certainly 

some lady must have lost something, and it was more 
than suspected that chiU Lady Grel had gained every- 
thing. And then there was no denying the plain truth 
that Mr. Majmooth was remarkably handsome. Indeed 
it was currently reported he had grown larger and hand- 
somer since his marriage. And he was so affable, so 
hospitable, so willing to come forward and be anything^ 
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and do anything and everything for everybody, that at 
length they summed up their reflections with the re- 
mark, that if they had so great a sorrow as to have 
followed to his grave the " grandest old English gentle- 
man " that England had ever seen, a new star had 
arisen in the county, and they had now "the handsomest 
young English gentleman" of the present century, much 
to the gratification of their pride and their happiness. 

The two adjoining counties sneered, as they always 

did when the county of Z was, what the two 

counties called, in " high feather." But the county of 

Z took no notice. Some said, " Let them sneer, 

and let them match our ' Great Briton of the nineteenth 
century ' if they can." 

Now, very soon after his marriage, Raymond told 
Grel that it was a particular and well-known pleasure 
to an Englishman to grumble — in point of fact, Mr. 
Bull could not get on without his grumble. He him- 
self would scorn to be an exception to his race, and he was 
very happy to tell her he had one legitimate source for 
a thoroughly enjoyable grumble that would last him his 
life. It is recorded Mrs. Bull, in the person of the 
Lady Grel Maynooth, raised her eyebrows and inwardly 
wondered what was coming next ; but, though she had 
only been married a short time, she had learned the 
art of " keeping a quiet tongue," and on this occasion 
she silently awaited the explanation of this strange an- 
nouncement from her lord. And Raymond resumed, 

" I have often told you, Grel, I fell over head and 
ears in love with you when I saw you first at Landes- 
wold. Now I hold that 1 ought to have married you 
the next day, or the next week, or at all events within a 
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month ;'and that as I was not permitted to marry you 
then, although I was quite ready and quite willing, I 
say by that means I lost ten or eleven months of happi- 
ness, and so also did you, my dear ; and as I am almost 
more vexed on your account than on my own — for it 
was much harder upon you — of course I shall grumble 
doubly and trebly the harder and the louder for your 
sake, and Xyn account of your loss of happiness for the 
space of those ten or eleven months." 
Grel smiled, and said to him, 

" I am so happy now, Raymond, I have quite forgot- 
ten any unhappiness I might have had then, and so, 
pray, do not grumble on my account." 

" Not grumble indeed, when you are so amiable as to 
have forgotten your unhappiness! Why, of course, 
Grel, I shall grumble the more !" 

Mrs. Bull was again silent, and Mr. Bull resumed — 

"Yes, Grel, I was robbed out of ten or eleven months 
of happiness such as I had never before known, and I 
will 'grumble.' There is one thing I think of doing — 
that is, upon principle, I mean — I shall try to ' reconcile 
myself to my lot.' * Lots' are as they are drawn in this 
world, and I cannot very well make out that somebody 
else is responsible for the ' lot ' that we ourselves draw ; 
if I did I would ' grumble ' on that score." 

Mrs. Bull felt inwardly thankful she would be spared 
that additional " grumble," and still she practised the 
• art of — for it is an art ; it is not natural to Mrs. Bulls — 
" the quiet tongue," and Mr. Bull again resumed — 

" If 1 could make out, by any reasonable means, that 
somebody else really is responsible for the Uot ' I myself 
draw, and that he has ' wronged ' me out of some other 
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lot " — even If it were alto^ther a worse ^ lot,' do you 
think I would not * grumble/ Grel? I would glory 
in it I But as I said before, as I cannot make out 
any case of this kind, why, then, the next wisest thing 
to do 

" Next wisest, Raymond 1" said Mrs. Bull impulsively, 
for she was still simple and natural," and the trammels 
of "art" could not always keep her in check — "next 
wisest 1 Why, I am sure it is not wise to * grumble !' " 

" You are right, Grel ; it is not only not wise, but 
very unwise for ladies to 'grumble.' I conclude you 
allude to your own sex, my dear, because, you see, we 
men of the British Islands are * born to grumble,' and 
we should not be in health if we were to resign the 
happy privilege. Believe me, Grel, when a man does 
not * grumble,' he means to give up something — perhaps 
even his life — who shall say I And so, my dear, as I 
was saying, I think I shall try * to reconcile myself to 
my lot,' and perhaps you, my darling, will do the same." 

" But I have nothing to reconcile, Raymond; you see, 
I am quite happy — quite — as happy as the day is long." 

Raymond stole one hand round his wife's waist, while 
with the other he stroked his beard, and said, 

"Thank God you are happy, Grel! If you were 
not, I should * grumble' from morning to night — I 
should ^" 

" But pray do not, Raymond — at least, not for me, 
because 1 am really very happy." 

"And you have no necessity to try ^to reconcile 
yourself to your lotf But if ever you have, Grel, 
come to me. I have found out that when a man has a 
darling wife by his side, who loves him, and who is 
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* really very happy/ that it is the easiest thing in the 
world to * reconcile one's self to one's lot.' And so, 
dear, if ever you find yourself in a difficulty of this 
nature — rather mean, find yourself unreconciled to 
your lot— come to me, and I will engage to explain the 
difficulty to our mutual satisfaction." 

" I sometimes suspect you of talking nonsense, Ray- 
mond," said Mrs. Bull, without well considering her words. 

"Do you, my dear? Perhaps some day you may 
even prove your suspicion to be correct. And so I will 
tell you now that a little occasional ' talking nonsense ' 
is considered by learned men as a sort of * safety-valve ' 
to grave thoughts and hard reading." 

" But you do not read hard or study, Raymond." 
No, love — not now I am married. I read very 
hard at Oxford, and rode harder. And now, love, it is 
my happy privilege to ride quietly by your side, 
and ^ talk a little nonsense,' for our mutual amusement." 

After Heraldstowe was placed in the hands of the 
stranger, the Maynooths were on a visit at Prellsthorpe 
Abbey, and Raymond and Zara occasionally talked over 
the past. 

You see, Zara, society changes every few years — 
manners and customs change. What was right fifty 
years ago is wrong now." 

"You cannot deny, Raymond, that Heraldstowe — 
that fine old Heraldstowe of the days of my ancestors — 
will now become a mere gentleman's residence — no 
more ! It has been such a princely place. The Park in 
such order, the birds so rare, so tame, and in such pro- 
fusion ! They will all die now." 

" We must sacrifice something in these days. I do 
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Maynooth ^ that Palmer said Heraldstowe was as fall 
of * ghosts ' as ever.** 

By my beard," said Raymond Majmooth to himself, 
^ but it is time these ghosts were made quiet in their 
graves f 

He sent for Palmer, and after some preliminary con- 
versation apart from so serious a subject, he at length 
asked him if he had ever read any of the old legends on 
the subject of the " Mediaeval Barons at Heraldstowe V* 
Palmer had read them all, and from circumstances that 
had happened to himself, had the most sincere faith in 
them. 

" I am glad to hear your opinion, and I shall be ex- 
tremely glad of your assistance," said Raymond. I 
determine to add to the already well-known legends, 
by writing the events that have occurred at Herald- 
stowe in the lifetime of the late Sir Hildebrand. You, 
Palmer, who have lived in the house from boyhood, are 
one of those upon whom I shall rely for information, and 
I hope, therefore, you will remain with your old friends 
at Wolfscrag as long as you conveniently can, and give 
me daily opportunities of writing down from your own 
lips an account of the very extraordinary sights that you 
yourself have seen, and that shall be signed by your own 
signature, and handed down to posterity." 

Palmer promised at once to furnish Mr. Maynooth 
with the particulars of many most wonderful doings of 
the Barons during his own long residence at Herald- 
stowe. And then — as Mr. Maynooth had foreseen — he 
eventually unravelled the mystery, that had to a certain 
extent even discomposed Mrs. Hamilton during a part 




of her life. 
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It is unnecessary to give the conversation between 
Mr. Maynooth and Mrs. Hamilton relative to the sup- 
posed supernatural app^rances at Heraldstowe^ because 
the reader is already well acquainted with every par- 
ticular, and will easily understand that after Mr. May- 
nooth had related to Mrs. Hamilton Palmer^s doings in 
the hall, the film fell from her eyes ; she at once under- 
stood how easily herself and Almeric had allowed them- 
selves to be mystified. 

From this time the ghosts entirely disappeared from 
Heraldstowe. The Mediaeval Barons have remained 
quiet on their pedestals ever since the memorable day 
when Mr. Maynooth compared together Mrs. Hamil- 
ton's experiences and Palmer's. The worthy old gentle- 
men never have a passage of arms " by moonlight now, 
never play at " pitch and toss " in the hall, nor courte- 
ously bow their handsome heads to the passers-by ! 



POSTSCRIPTUM. 

" THE BABY FIGURE OF THE OIANt MASS." 

The bells were ringing meryily from the tall steeple of 
Thomey-Dyke, proclaiming the birth of an heir to the 
house of Maynooth. And at the church of St. Mary- 
on-the-Knoll a large party were received by Mr. Preben- 
dary Thorn; for Mr. Hamilton had consented to his 
wife's prayer, and permitted her to offer up thanks for 
speedy recovery from indisposition in the church of her 
forefathers, and to have her baby-boy christened there, 
instead of at the parish church of Prellsthorpe. And 
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FsoK "The Times," DEa 6.— " ' A Book about Lawyers' deserves to be very 

g>pular. Mr. Jeaffreson has accomplished his work in a very creditable manner, 
e has taken pains to collect information from persons as well as from books, and 
he writes with a sense of keen enjoyment which greatly enhances the reader's 

Eleasura He introduces us to Lawyerdom under a variety of phases — ^we have 
Lwyers in arms, lawyers on horseback, lawyers in love, and lawyers in Parliament 
We are told of their salaries and fees, their wigs and gowns, their jokes and 
gaieties. We meet them at home and abroad, in court, in chambers, and in com- 
pany. In the chapters headed * Mirth,' the author has gathered together a choice 
sheaf of anecdotes from the days of More down to Erskine and Eldon." 

"These volumes will afford pleasure and instruction to all who read them, and 
they will increase the reputation which Mr. Jeaffreson has already earned by his 
large industry and great ability. We are indebted to him for .about eight hundred 
pages, and that rare and valuable addition, a capital index, all devoted to the history 
and illustration of legal men and things. It is much that we can say for a boo^ 
that there is not a superfluous page in it" — Athenmum. 

"The success of his 'Book about Doctors ' has induced Mr. Jeaffreson to write 
another book— about Lawyer& The subject is attractive. It is a bright string of 
anecdotes, skilfully put together, on legal topics -of all sorts, but especially in illus- 
tration of the lives of famous lawyers. Mr. Jeaffreson has not only collected a large 
number of good stories, but he has grouped them pleasantly, and tells them well 
We need say little to recommend a book that can speak for itself so pleasantly. 
No livelier reading is to be found among the new books of the season." — 
Examiner. 

"This book is full of amusement It is a mine of curious anecdote, gathered 
apparently from a wide extent of reading. The volumes detail the strangest of 
actual romances, the wildest of adventures, the drollest of humours, the brightest 
of witty sayings and repartees." — London Review. 

'* These two very delightful gossiping volumes contain a vast amount of pleasant 
anecdote and interesting information. Mr. Jeaffreson has exercised considerable 
industry in the collection, and has displayed both taste and judgment in the ar- 
rangement of his materials. Lawyers of every grade and every possible shade of 
character, from the student below the bar to the Lord Chancellor upon the woolsack, 
lawyers of ancient times, and lawyers of our own day, here pass under review, and 
are subject to the closest inspection. The anecdotes of celebrated individuals, who 
are Ottered throughout the chapters, are most amusing. We have said enough 
to demonstrate the very attractive character of this Book about Lawyers, in which 
our readers will find ample materials for occupying many a pleasant and not xxn- 
|irofltabl« hour."— tStm. 
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" A welcome and gracefully written memorial of one of the greatest of England's 
soldiers, and worthiest of her sona It is a most interesting work."— Morning Pos^ 
This biography, abounding in letters and other xmpublished materials, is all 
fresh and trustworthy information, as to the life of a man whose career deserved a 
record." — Examiner. 

" All through the lengthened career of this grand old soldier we are enabled to 
follow him step by step, incident by hicident, through the pages of these thoroughly 
readable and most entertaining volumea" — Sun. 



THE HON. GRANTLEY BERKELEY'S LIFE 

AND RECOLLECTIONS. Vols. m. and IV. completing the 
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Among the other disthiguished persons mentioned in these volumes are the 
Emperors Alexander, Nicholas, and Napoleon IIL ; Kings George IV., Wil- 
liapa IV., and Leopold L ; Princes Talleyrand, Eaterhazy, Napoleon, Puckler 
Muskau; the Dukes of Sussex, York, Cambridge, Wellington, d'Orleans, 
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"A book unrivalled in its position in the range of modem literature." — Times. 

" It is pleasant to be told about men of note, or the various phases of high social 
life, in the light and sparkling manner peculiar to these memoirs. The most fasti- 
dious critic will scarcely deny that Mr. Berkeley possesses the gift of writing In an 
amusing strain on social, sporting, or general subjects." — Morning Post 

A clever, freespoken man of the world, son of an earl with £70,000 a-year, who 
has lived from boyhood the life of a club-man, sportsman, and man of fashion, has 
thrown his best stories about himself and his friends, into an anecdotic autobiogra- 
phy. Of course it is eminently readable Mr. Grantley Berkeley writes easily and 
welL The book is full of pleasant stories, all told as easily and clearly as if they 
were related at a club-window, and all with point of greater or lesa ^^is^uu&isir — 
Spectator. 
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13, Gbeat Marlbosouq^ Street. 

MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT'S 
NEW WORKS— Continued. 

THE SPOETSMAN AND NATURALIST IN 

CANADA. With Notes on the Natural History of the Game, 
Game Birds, and Fish of that country. By Major W. Ross Kino, 
F.R.G.S., F.S.A.S. 1 vol. super royal 8vo, Illustrated with beauti- 
ful Coloured Plates and Woodcuts. 20s. Elegantly bound. 
" Trathf ul, simple, and extremely observant, Major King has been able to throw 
mnch light upon the habits as well as the zoological relations of the animals with 
which he came in collision ; and his descriptions of the country, as well as of the 
creatm-es inhabiting it, are as bright and grttphio as they are evidently correct" — 
Athenasum. 

" In "The Sportsman and Natutdist in Canada * we have a fnll, true, and com- 
prehensive record of all the facts concerning American animals which the author 
was able in a three years' residence to collect. We have these facts in a goodly 
volume, splendidly illustrated, and with its contents so well arranged that a refer- 
ence to any description of bird, beast or fish may be made almost instantly. It is 
an important contribution to Natural History, and a work the intending traveller 
wUl consult once and again, since it gives him the information he most needs, and 
finds least generally accessible. The book will take its position in the foremost 
rank of works of its class. The descriptions throughout are written by one who is 
a master of his subject, and who writes ibiglish such as few are able to equal Of 
recent British travellers few can vie with its author in close observation of nature, 
and in those graces of style and scholarship which make the information con- 
tained in his volume as pleasant to obtain as it is valuable to preserve. In faet 
since the works of Eliot Warburton and Einglake, no book of travels with which 
we are acquainted has been written in a style more clear, forcible, picturesque." — 
Sunday Times. 

" To all British sportsmen who may meditate a visit to Canada, or who are 
curious about its game and flsh, this work will prove most valuable."— 27ie Field 

A LADY'S GLIMPSE OF THE LATE WAR 

IN BOHEMIA. By Miss Eden. 1 vol. post 8vo, with lUustra- 
tions. 10s. 6d. 

LADY ARABELLA STUART'S LIFE AND 

LETTERS : including numerous Original and Unpublished Docu- 
ments. By Elizabeth Cooper. 2 vols., with Portrait. 21s. 

" The * Life and Letters of Lady Arabella Stuart' is an unusually good specimen 
of its class. Miss Cooper has really worked at her subject She has read a good 
deal of MSS, and, what is better still, she has printed a good deal of what she has 
read. The book has a real and substantial historical value."— /Saturday Review. 

**One of the most interesting biographical works recently published. The 
memoirs have been arranged by Miss Cooper with much care, diligence, and 
judgment" — Post. 

" Miss Cooper has laid before us a work of equal value and interest respecting 
one of the most romantic and interesting passages in English history, in which the 
actors are living men and women, not merely historical figures."-— G'tofte. 

PRISON CHARACTERS DRAWN FROM LIFE. 

By a Prison Matron, Author of * Female Life in Prison.' 2 v. 2l8. 

"These volumes are interesting and suggestive."— ^liAenajwni. 

" A woman lodged among imprisoned women, with a kindly sympathy, a quick 
eye, and a mind apt to record clearly its well-directed observations, has something 
to teU that thousands will be glad to learn. Her quick-witted transcripts of living 
character are studies that nothing can make qbsolete or deprive of interest for 
living men." — Examiner. 

" This is a work of the most striking interest It ought to be widely read and 
deeply considered, not only by all in authority, or possessed of inflnaac^s VwSw \pj 
the public in general, to whom the sobiect ia ot Vxi\ATea\iQXL<i.\xixv^T\.v^^ — 



18, Gbeat Mablbobouqh Street. 

MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT'S 
NEW WOUKS— Continued. 



MY PILGRIMAGE TO EASTERN SHRINES. 

By Eliza C. Bush. 8vo, with Illustrations. ISs. 

This work contains a great deal of interesting matter, and it will be read with 
pleasnre by all who are interested in the country to which so many devout Chris- 
tians have made their pilgrimaga" — Observer. 

NOOKS AND CORNERS OF OLD FRANCE. 

By the Rev. G. M. Musorave, M.A. Oxen. 2 vols, post 8vo, with 
Illustrations. (Just Ready). 

WILD LIFE AMONG THE PACIFIC ISLAND- 

ERS. By E. H. Lamont, Esq. 1 vol. 8vo, with numerous Illustra- 
tions. (Just Ready). 

OUR PECULIARITIES. By the Rt. Hon. Mart 

Viscountess Combebmebe. 1 vol. (Just Ready), 

LIGHTS AND SHADOWS OF LONDON LIFE. 

By the author of * Mirk Abbey, * Lost Sir Massingberd.' 2 vols. 2 Is. 

" ' Lights and Shades of London Life,' is a collection of sketches from the pen of 
an author whose facility for placing the realities of existence in various forms— the 
pathetic, tiie solemn, the picturesque, and the humorous— before his readers, is as 
remarkable as his talent for Action. Good-sense, good-feeling, and good-humour, 
characterise these * Lights and Shadows ' as strongly as shrewdness, observation, 
drollery, and originality mark them. Most people have seen the sights which 
these sketches describe, or remember the occasions which they record ; but each is 
put in a new point of view, invested with a fresh interest, and impressed upon the 
mind of the reader by some happy illustration."— <S<ar. 

REMINISCENCES OF THE OPERA. By Ben- 

JAMIN LuHLEY, Twenty Years Director of Her Majesty's Theatre. 
Svo, with Portrait of the Author by Count D'Orsay. 

Mr. Lumley*s book, with all its sparkling episodes, is really a well-digested his- 
tory of an institution of social importance in its time, interspersed with sound 
opinions and shrewd and mature reflections." — Tinm. 

'* As a repertory of anecdote, we have not for a long while met with anything at 
all comparable to these unusually brilliant and most diversified Reminiscences. They 
reveal the Twenty Years' Director of Her Majesty's Theatre to us in the tiiick and 
throng of all his radiant associations. Altogether, Mr. Lumley's book is an enthral- 
ling one. It is written with sparkling vivacity, and is delightfully interesting 
throughout "—<Sun. 

TRAVELS AND ADVENTURES OF AN OFFI- 
CER'S WIFE IN INDIA, CHINA, AND NEW ZEALAND. 
By Mrs. Mutee, Wife of Lieut.-Colonel D. D. Mutee, 13th (Prince 
Albert's) Light Infantry. 2 vols. 21s. 

TRAVELS ON HORSEBACK IN MANTCHU 

TARTARY; being a Summer's Ride beyond the Great Wall of 
China. By George Flemino, Military Train. 1 vol. royal Svo, 
with Map and 50 Illustrations. 

Mr. Fleming's narrative is a most charming one. He has an untrodden region to 
tell of, and he photographs it and its people and their way& Life-like descripticHis are 
interspersed with personal anecdotes, local legends, and stories of adventure, some of 
them revealing no common artistic power." — Spectator. 

WILLIAM SHAKE.S?EA.E,E. By CAitDiNAL 
Wiseman. 1 vol. &vo, 5a. 



18, Gbbat Mablbobouoh Street. 

MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT'S 
NEW WORKS— Continued. 

THE BEAUTIFUL IN NATURE AND ART. 

By Mrs. Ellis. Author of * The Women of England,' &c. 1 voK 

crown 8vo, with fine Portrait. lOs. 6d. 
" With pleasure her nmnerous admirers will welcome a new book by the popular 
authoress of ' The Women of England,' A very charming volume is this new work 
by Mrs. Ellis. Its aim is to assist the young students of art in those studies and 
subjects of thought which shall enable them rightly to appreciate and realise that 
oft-quoted truth, 'A thing of beauty is a joy for ever.' 'The Truthfulness of Art,' 
' The Love of Beauty,' ' The Love of Ornament,' 'Early dawn of Art,' and various 
chapters of a kindred nature, are followed by others descriptive of ' Learning to 
Draw,' 'Imitation,' ' Light and Shadow,' 'Form,' 'Colour,' 'Lady's Work,' &c. The 
work will interest many fair readers. It deserves a welcome and very cordial com- 
mendation."— /Sfwnw 

" The author of ' The Women of England ' has written a book which deserves to 
be highly conunended. It is intended for the young of her own sex, and it will be 
strange if they do not find it^ttractive as well as useful and instructiva It is the 
work of a keen-sighted, thoughtful, sensible, and experienced writer. It is calcu- 
lated to train the young eye, the young hand, and the young mind to appreciation 
and adoption of whatever there is of beauty in the storehouses of nature and the 
galleries of art; and above all,it is likely to promote general cultivation and general 
naefrHneBB."— Illustrated News. 

GARIBALDI AT HOME: Notes of a Visit to 

Caprera. By Sm Chablbs R. McGrigob, Bart. 8vo, with Illus- 
trations. ISs. 

"Sir Charles McGrigor's book is full of anecdote and entertaining sketches 
relative to his visit to Garibaldi It will command a very extensive circle of 
readers." — Observer. 

" This book gives us some faithful and agreeable records of Garibaldi himself 
and his daily life at Caprera." — Examiner. 

LIFE IN JAVA; with SKETCHES op the 

JAVANESE. By William Barbington D' Almeida. 2 vols, post 
8vo, with Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES AND RESEARCHES among the 

ANDAMAN ISLANDERS. By Dr. Mouat, F.R.G.S., &c. 1 vol. 
demy 8vo, with Illustrations. 

MEMOIRS OF QUEEN HORTENSE, MOTHER 

OP NAPOLEON III. Cheaper Edition, in 1 vol. 6s. 
" A biography of the beautiful and unhappy Queen, more satisfactory than any we 
have yet met with." — Daily News. 

THE OKAVANGO RIVER: A NARRATIVE 

OP TRAVEL, EXPLORATION, AND ADVENTURE. By 
C. J. Andersson, Author of " Lake Ngami." 1 vol. Illustrations. 

travels in the regions of the 

AMOOR, AND THE RuSSLAJf ACQUISITIONS ON THE GONPINBS OF INDLA 

AND China. By T. W. Atkinson, P.G.S., F.R.G.S., Author of 
" Oriental and Western Siheria." Dedicated, hy permission, to 
Her Majesty. Royal 8vo, with Map and 83 fllustrations. 

THE LIFE OF J. M. W. TURNER, R.A., from 

Original Letters and Papers. By Walter Thornbury* ^ -^^s*^^ 
8vo, with Portraits and otTier HlwatxaXiom. 
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THE NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS, 

PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT. 
TWO MARRIAGES. By the Author of *John 

Halifax, Gentleman,' * A Noble Li'fe,' Ac. 2 vols. 2l8. 
"This work is marked by all that fertility of deficription, and high moral tone for 
which the authoress has so much distinguished herself. It will in no degree detract 
from her reputation as a writer whose productions may be read with interest by 
eyery body. ''—Star. 

" A new novel by the author of ' John Halifax ' is always a welcome sight to 
many readers, and the work now br:)ught forward by that popular author will in 
no wise disappoint the expectations of her many admirers. The ' Two Marriages * 
is a very interesting and effective work."— ^ita 

SYBIL'S SECOND LOVE. By Julia Kavakagh, 

Author of ' Nathalie,' ' Adele,' 4o. 3 vols. 

MADONNA MAEY. By Mrs. Oliphant, Aothor 

of * Agnes,' &c. 3 vols. 

" From first to last * Madonna Mary * is written with evenness and vigonr, and 
overflows with the best qualities of its writer's fancy and humour. The story is 
thoroughly original, as far as its plot and leading incidents are concerned ; and the 
strength of the narrative is such that we question if any reader will lay it aside, 
notwithstanding the fulness in his throat, and the constriction of his heart, until he 
has shared in the happiness which is liberally assigned to the actors of the drama 
before the falling of the green curtain. But the principal charms of the work are 
subtle humour, fineness of touch, and seeming ease with which Mrs. Oliphant de- 
lineates and contrasts her numerous characters." — Athenseum. 

" A book of great power and beauty — a perfect work of its kind." — Morning Potk 

CHRISTIE'S FAITH. By the Author of 'No Church,' 

* Owen,' ' Mattie,' &c. 3 vols. 

This book deserves to be singled out from the ordinary run of novels on more 
than one account The design and execution are both good. The characters are 
original, clearly conceived, and finely as well as strongly delineated. Christie huer- 
self is a deUghtful sketch."— i'a// Mall Gazette. 

ANNALS OF A QUIET NEIGHBOURHOOD. 

By George Mac Donald, M.A., Author of * Alec Forbes,* * David 
Elginbrod,' &c. 3 vols. 

" Mr. Mac Donald is a true poet The * Annals of a Quiet Neighbourhood * are as 
fall of music as was Prospero's island : rich in strains that take the ear captive 
when they are first heard, and afterwards linger long upon W— Saturday Review. 

" The charms and value of Mr. Mac Donald's work need not be sought— tfaey pre- 
sent themselves unasked for, in the tender beauty of his descriptions, whether of 
nature, or of life and character; in his almost supernatural insight mto the workings 
of the human heart, and in his unceasing fertility of thought and happy exactitude 
of illustratioa Whoever reads the book once will read it many times."—- PoM 
Mall Gazette. 

LEYTON HALL, AND OTHER TALES. By 

Mabk Lemon, Author of ' Falkner Lyle,' &c. 3 vols. 

" These volumes are full of interest, humour, and pathos. They are sure to be 
popular." — Star. 

" We commend ' Leyton Hall ' most heartily. The story is an extremely good one, 
and the shorter tales are all of a very effective character." — Illustrated News. 

A WOMAN'S CONFESSION, By Ladt Camp- 

BELL. 3 vols. 

" ' A Woman's Confession ' deserves to be a successful novel." — Post. 

ST. ALICE. By Ebwakd Campbell Tainsh. 3 vols. 



THE NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS, 
PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT. 



A NOBLE LIFE By the Author of < John Halifax, 

Gentleman,' &c. 2 vols. 21s. 

" This is another of those pleasant tales in which the author of * John Halifax ' 
speaks, out of a generous heart, the purest truths of Uie"— Examiner. 

" ' A Noble Life ' is remarkable for the high types of character it presents, and 
the skill with which they axe made to work out a story of powerful and pathetic 
interest" — Daily News. 

A beautifully written and touching tale. It is a noble book— that will take deep 
root in the memory."— Pwt. 

CHEAP EDITION op CHEISTIAN'S MISTAKE. 

By the Author of *John Halifax,' &c. Illustrated by Sandys. 
Price 5s. bound. Forming the New Volume of ' Hurst and 
Blackett's Standard Library of Cheap Editions of Popular Modem 
Works.' 

"A more charming story, to our taste, has rarely been written. Within the 
compass of a single volume the writer has hit off a circle of varied characters all 
true to nature — some true to the highest nature — and she has entangled them in a 
Btory which keeps us in suspense till its knot is happily and gracefully resolved ; 
while, at the same time, a pathetic interest is sustained by an art of which it would 
be difficult to analyse the secret It is a choice gift to be able thus to render 
hmnan nature so truly, to penetrate its depths with such a searching sagacity, and 
to illuminate them with a radiance so eminently the writer's own. Even if tried 
by the standard of the Archbishop of York, we should expect that even he would 
pronounce 'Christian's Mistake ' a novel without a fault"— 2Vff»e«. 

MAIDENHOOD. By Mrs. Sara Anna Marsh. 

Author of '* Chronicles of Dartmoor." 3 vols. (In February). 

KINGSFORD. By the author of ' Son and Heir.' 2 y. 

" ' Kingsford ' is one of the most interesting stories we have read this season, 
and we are sure our readers will thank us for recommending to them a work so 
attractive and enthralling. The plot is of a very interesting character, and there 
is powerful ability displayed in the creation of the characters."— 

EACHEL'S SECRET. By the Author of <The 

Master of Marton.' 3 vols. 

" 'Bachel's Secret,' is a deeply interesting and affecting story, artistically and 
powerfully wrought"— i*o«t 

LORDS AND LADIES. By the Author of 'Mar- 

garet and her Bridesmaids,' &c. 3 vols. 

" 'Lords and Ladies' is one of the most charming books with which the literature 
of Action has been enriched this season. The truth and value of the moral of the 
story will recommend it as highly as the vivacity and humour of its style and the 
ingenuity of its construction" — Post. 

THE WILD FLOWER OF RAVENSWORTH. 

By the Author of * John and I,' ' Doctor Jacob,' &c. 3 vols. 
"A beautiful tale, written with deep tee]mg.."—Illmtrated News. 

NORA'S TRIAL. 3 vols. 

" • Nora's Trial ' contains many shrewd remarks on life, and pleasant 'sketches 
of character, with some eloquent descriptions of natural scenery." — Morning Post 

THE MOTHER'S FAVOURITE. By S. Russell 

WfllTNET. 3 vols. 

" This Btory is interesting and well sustained."— Pos^ 
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Witiiitx % Especial patronage of p^wfg. 

Published annually ^ in One VoL, royal Svo, with the Arms heautifidbf 
engraved^ handsomely bound^ with gilt edges, price Sis. 6dL 

LODGERS PEERAGE 

AND BARONETAGE, 

CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY. 



THE THIBTY-8I XTH EDITIOir FOB 186 7 IS NOW SEADY. 

Lodge's Peerage and Babonetage is acknowledged to be the most 
complete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an esta- 
blished and authentic authority on all questions respecting the family 
histories, honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has 
ever stood so high. It is pubUshed under the especial patronage of Her 
Iklajesty, and is annually corrected throughout, from the personal com- 
mimications of the Nobility. It is the only work of its class in which, the 
type being kept constantly standing, every correction is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy 
over all its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic informa- 
tion respecting the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most 
sedulous attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the 
various noble families, and the names of many thousand individuals are 
introduced, which do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For 
its authority, correctness, and facih'ty of arrangement, and the beauty of 
its typography and binding, the work is justly entitled to the place it 
occupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Nobility. 



LIST OF THE PRINCIPAL CONTENTS. 



Historical View of the Peerage. 

Parliamentary Eoll of the House of Lords. 

English, Scotch, and Irish Peers, in their 
orders of Precedence. 

Alphabetical List of Peers of Great Britain 
and the United Kingdom, holding supe- 
rior rank in the Scotch or Irish Peerage. 

Alphabetical list of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
holding superior titles in the Peerage of 
Great Britain and the United Kingdom. 

A Collective list of Peers, in their oilier of 
Precedence. 

Table of Precedency among Men. 

Table of Precedency among Women. 

The Queen and the Royal Family. 

Peers of the Blood RoyaL 

The Peerage, alphabetically arranged. 

Families of such Extinct Peers as have left 
Widows or Issue. 

Alphabetical List of the Surnames of all the 
Peera 



The Archbishops and Bishops of England, 

Ireland, and the Coloniea 
The Baronetage alphabetically arranged. 
Alphabetical list of Surnames assumed by 

members of Noble Familiea 
Alphabetical list of the Second Titlea of 

Peers, usually borne by their Eldest 

Sona 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Dukes, Marquises, and Earls, who, hav- 
ing married Conunoners, retain the title 
of Lady before their own Christian and 
their Husband's Surnames. 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Viscounts and Barons, who, having 
married Commoners, are styled Honour- 
able Mrs. ; and, in case of the husband 
being a Baronet or Knight, Honourable 
Lady. 

Mottoes alphabetically arranged and trans- 
lated. 



"Lodge's Peerage must supersede all other works of the kind, for two reasons: first, it 
is on a better plan ; and secondly, it is better executed. We can safely pronounce it to be 
the readiest, the most useful, and exactest of modem works on the BuhjecV— Spectator. 
"A work which corrects all errors of former worka It is a most useful publication." — Times. 

"A work of great value. It is the most faithful record we possess of the aristo- 
cracj of the day."— Post. 

"The best existing, and, we \2QA'\^«»%\.'&Q%^^V&^Qragek It is the standard 

*~*!liority on the subject."— Herald. 
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irow nr ooubsb oi PUBLioxiroir, 

HURST MD BLACKETT'S STANDARD IIBRART 

OP CHEAP EDITIONS OP 

FOFULAE MODERN WOEES, 

ILLUSTRATED BY MILLAIS, HOLMAN HUNT, LEECH, BIRKET POSTER, 
JOHN GILBERT, TENNIEL, &o. 
Each in a single volume, elegantly printed, bound, and illustrated, price 6s. 



VOL. L—SAM SLICK'S NATTJEE AND HITMAN NATUEE. 

" The first volume of Messrs Hurst and Blackett's Standard Jjibrary of Cheap Editions 
forms a very good beginning to what will doubtless be a very successful undertabing. 
* Nature and Human Nature* is one of the best of Sam Slick's witty and humorous 
productions, and well entitled to the large circulation which it cannot fail to obtain in 
its present convenient and cheap shape. The volume combines with the great recom- 
mendations of a clear, bold type, and good paper, the lesser, but attractive merits, of 
being well illustrated and elegantly bound.''— Po*^. 



VOL. II.— JOHN HALIFAX, OENTLEHAH. 

** This is a very 'good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to age of a perfect man— aChristian gentleman, and it abounds in incident 
both well and highly wrought. Throughout it is conceived in a high«pirit, and written 
with great ability. This cheap and handsome new edition is worthy to pass freely from 
hand to hand as a gift book in many households."— ^j;amt»^. 

" The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great 
success. John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful story, is no ordinary hero, and 
this lus history is no ordinary book. It is a ftdl-length portrait of a true gentleman, 
one of nature's own nobility. It is also the history of a home, and a thoroughly English 
one. The work abounds m incident, and is full of graphic power and true pathos. 
It is a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better."— ^co^wnon. 



YOL. III.— THE GEESGENT AND THE GEOSS. 

BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 

*' Independent of its value as an original narrative, and its useful and interesting 
information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fanoy with 
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting chums is 
its reverent and serious spirit."— Q«arferiy Beview. 

"A book calculated to prove more practically useful was never penned than * The 
Crescent and the Cross *— a work whicn surpasses all others in its homage for the sub- 
lime and its love for the beautiful in those famous regions consecrated to everlasting 
immortality in the annals of the prophets, and which no other writer has ever de- 
picted with a pencil at once so reverent and so picturesque.' —^»». 



VOL. IV.— NATHALIE. BY JULIA KAVANAGH. 

"'Nathalie 'is Miss Eavanagh's best imaginative effort. Its manner is gracious 
and attractive. Its matter is good. A sentunent, a tenderness, are commanded by 
her which are as individual as they are elegant.' —ii^A^n^mem. 



VOL. Y.~A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** A book of soimd counsel. It is one of the most sensible works of its kind, well- 
written, true-hearted, and altogether practicaL Whoever wishes to give advice to » 
young lady may thank the author for means of doing bo**— Sxcminer. 

[covmnrBD oir thb lOLLownre paobs.] 



HURST AND BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 

(CONTINUED). 



VOL. VL— ADAH OBAEME. BT MBS OLIPHAHT. 

'* ' Adam Oraeme' is a story awakening genuine emotions of interest and delight hf 
its admirable pictures of Scottish life and scenery. The eloquent author sets b«ore na 
the essential attributes of Christian virtue, their deep and silent workings in the heart, 
and their b^utiful manifestations in life, with a dehcacy, a power, uid a truth whidi 
can hardly be surpassed."— Po»*. 

VOL. VII.— SAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS 
AKD MOBEBN DTSTANCES. 

" We have not the slightest intention to criticise this book. Its reputation is madob 
and will stand as long as that of Scott's or Bulwer's Novels. The remarkable ori- 
ginality of its purpose, and the happy description it affords of American life and man- 
ners, still continue the subject of universal admiration. To say thus much is to 
say enough, though we must just mention that the new edition forms a part of Messrs 
Hurst and Blackett's Cheap Standard Library, which has included some of the veiy 
best specimens of light literature that ever have been written."— JfMMn^er. 



VOL, VIII.— CARDINAL WISEMAIT'S EECOLLECTIOHS 
OF THE LAST FOTIE POPES. 

** A picturesque book on Rome and its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloqaent Bo- 
man Cfatholic. Cardinal Wiseman has treated a special subject with so much geniality, 
that his recollections will excite no ill-feeling in those who are most conscient&usly op- 
poeedtoevery ideaof humaninfallibility representedin Papal domination."— .^^^Amupkm. 



VOL. IX.— A LIFE FOE A LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

*' We are always glad to welcome Miss Mulock. She writes fh>m her own oonvic- 
ttons, and she has the power not only to conceive clearly what it is that she wishes to 
say, but to express it in language effective and vigorous. In ' A Life for a Life ' she is for- 
tunate in a good subject, aud has produced a work of strong efSect,**—AtheH€Bum. 



VOL. X.— THE OLD COTJET SUBUEB. BY LEIGH HUHT. 

** A delightful book, that will be welcome to aU readers, and most welcome to those 
who have a love for the best kinds of reading."— ^xamin^. 

*' A more agreeable and entertaining book has not been published since Boswell pro- 
duced his reminiscences of J ohnaon."— Observer, 



VOL. XL— MABOABET AND HEB BBIDESMAIDS. 

'* We recommend all who are in search of a fascinating novel to read this work for 
themselves. They will find it well worth their while. There are a freshness and origin- 
ality about it quite c^aaTmng."—Athen€Bum. 



VOL. XII.— THE OLD JUDGE. BY SAM SLICK. 

** The publications included in this Library have all been of good quality ; maofivgive 
information while they entertain, and of that class the book before us is a specunen. 
The manner in which the Cheap Editions forming the series is produced deserves 
especial mention. The paper and print are unexceptionable ; there is a steel engraving 
in each volume, and the outsides of them will satisf^f the purchaser who likes to see 
books in handsome uniform."— ^.ramin^. 



VOL. XIII.— DABIEN. BY ELIOT WABBURTON. 

" This last production of the author of * The Crescent and the Cross ' has the same 
dements of a very wide popularity. It will please its thousands."— &^a6e. 



HURST AND BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 

(CONTINUED). 

VOL. XIY.— FAMILY EOMAKCE; OR, DOMESTIC 
AHNALS OF THE ABISTOGRAGT. 

BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, Ulster Kino of Arms. 
** It were impossible to praise too highly this most interesting book. It ought to be 
found on every drawing-room table. Here you have nearly fifty captivating romances 
with the pith of all their interest preserved in imduninished poignant^, and any one 
may be read in half an ho\ii."Standard. 

VOL. XV.— THE LAIBJ) OF NOBXAW. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "MRS MARGARET MAITLAND." 
*' The Laird of Norlaw fully sustains the author's high reputation."— jSfunday lH,ine9. 

VOL. XVI.— THE ENGLISHWOMAN IN ITALY. 

" We can praise Mrs Gretton*s book as interesting, unexaggerated,and ftill of oppor- 
tune instruction.' Times. 



VOL. XVIL— NOTHING NEW. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
" ' Nothing New ' displays all those superior merits which have made* John Halifax' 
one of the most popular works of the day."— Post. 

VOL. XVIII.— FEEEE'S LIFE OF JEANNE D'ALBRET. 

" Nothing can be more interesting than Miss Preer's story of the life of Jeanr.e 
D'Albret, and the narrative is as trustworthy as it is attractive."— Po«*. 

VOL. XIX.— THE VALLEY OF A HUNDBED FIEES. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS." 

" We know no novel of the last three or four years to equal this latest production of 
the nopular authoress of ' Margaret and her Bridesmaids.' If asked to classify it, we 
should give it a place between ' John Halifax ' and ' The Caxtons.' "—Herald. 

VOL. XX.— THE ROMANCE OF THE FORTJM. 

BY PETER BURKE, Sebjea^nt at Law. 

'* A work of singular interest, which can never foil to charm. The present cheap and 
elegant edition includes the true story of the Colleen Bawn."— J^^tra^ News* 

VOL. XXL— ADELE. BY JULIA KAVANAGH. 

'* ' Ad^le ' is the best work we have read by Miss Kavanagh ; it is a charmiog story 
full of delicate character painting."— ^^A^Mo^m. 

VOL. XXII.— STUDIES FROM LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
•* These ' Studies from Life * are remarkable tor graphic power and observation. The 
book will not diminish the reputation of the accomplished author."— Saturday Beview. 

VOL. XXIII.— OEANDMOTHEE'S MONEY. 

" We commend * Grandmother's Money * to readers in search of a good novel. The 
characters are true to human nature, the story is interesting, and there is throughout 
;* healthy tone of monlity."—Athenaum. 

VOL. XXIV.— A BOOK ABOUT DOCTORS. 

BY J. C. JEAFFRESON, ESa 
" A delightful hook.**— Athenaum. •« A book to be read andre-read ; fit for the study 
jtA well as the draMring-room table and the oiioalating ]ihnry,** '-Lancet. 



HURST AND BLACKETTS STANDARD LIBRARY 

(C0NTINT7BD). 



YOL. XXY.— NO CHTIECH. 



** We advise all who have the opportunity to read this book. It is well worth the 



VOL. XXVI.— MISTRESS AND MAID. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 



** A good wholesome book, graoefUlly written, and as pleasant to read as it is instruct- 
ive."— ^^A«?k9ttn». " A channing tale charminglv told. All the characters are drawn 
with life-like naturalness."— J7(9raZd. ** The spirit of the whole book is excellent. It 
is written with the same true-hearted earnestness as * John Halifax.' "—Examiner* 



" • Lost and Saved * will be read with eager interest. It is a vigorous novel.**— TVuMt. 
'* A novel of rare excellence ; fresh in its thought, and with a brave soul speaking 
through it. It is Mrs Norton*s best prose workr— Examiner, 



VOL. XXVIII.— LES MISEBABLES. BY VICTOR HUGO. 

AUTHORISED COPYRIGHT ENGLISH TRANSLATION. 



" The merits of ' Les Mis6rables * do not merely consist in the conception of it as a 
whole ; it abounds, page after page, with details of unequalled beauty. In dealing with 
all the emotions, doubts, fears, which go to make up our common humanit;^ M. Victor 
Hugo has stamped upon every page the hall-mark of genius.*'— Quar^^ Meview. 



** It is not often that we light upon a novel of so much merit and interest as 
' Barbara's History.* It is a work conspicuous for taste and literarv culture. It is a 
veiT graceful and charming book, with a well.managed story, clearfy-cut characters, 
and sentiments expressed with an exquisite elocution. The dialogues especially sparkle 
with repartee. It is a book which the world will like. This is nigh praise of a woriL 
of art, and so we intend it.'*— Times. 



VOL. XXX.— LIFE OF THE EEV. EDWAED lEVING. 

BY MRS OLIPHANT. 



" A good book on a most interesting theme.**— Times. 

'* A truly interesting and most affecting memoir. Irving's Life ought to have a niche 
in every gallery of rehgious biography. There are few lives that will be fuller of in- 
struction, interest, and consolation."— /Sa<«rda» Review. 

** Mrs Oliphant's Life of Irving supplies a long-felt desideratum. It is copious 
earnest, ana eloquent. Irving, as a man and as a pastor, is exhibited with many broad, 
powerftd, and lire-like touches, which leave a stroug impression.**— ^diisdwr^A Meview. 



'* This charming novel is the work of one who possesses a great talent for writing, 
as well as experience and knowledge of the world. ' St 01ave*8 * is the work of an art- 
ist. The whole book is worth rea/ddng.**—Athenaum, 



VOL. XXXIL— SAM SLICK'S TEAITS OF AMEEICAN 
HUMOUE. 



•*Dip where you will into this lottery of fun, you are sure to draw out a priae^ 
These racy * Traits ' exhibit most successniUy the broad national features of Amwican 
Jmnoai.<~PoH. 



VOL. XXVn.— LOST AND SAVED. 

BY THE HON. MRS NORTON. 



VOL. XXIX.— BAEBAEA'S HISTOEY. 

BY AMELIA B. EDWARDS. 



VOL. XXXI.— ST OLAVE'S. 





< 



